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A. E pur in tanto 2 1 
E ſi grave fallir contro la lus | | 
Non ho peccato, ed Innocente ſono. 

N. Contro la legge, di natura forſe | * 
Honhai, Ninfa peccato: ama ſe piace. 
Ma ben hai tu peccato in contro quella 
Degli uomini,'e del ciel: ama ſe lice. 
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LETTER XIV. — 


From the. Count * Se; PREG; e 
Marchioneſs de PERTH | fro? 


” - „. Tb £ 2 * — * 
| &h + haute D 135 g uy 


TT is no more a mortal. chat writes to 
you ; you have. created me a new be- | 
ing; you haye tranſmitted. to me yours. 
I keep the bounds that: divide us; ſee. 
y ou, 1. talk to you, I hear yon, I. preſs. 
you in my arms, I die upon your boſom; 
all my ſenſes ſhudder, all my thoughts, 
burn; but; it is my heart only that e. 


1 


++ < 
19 * 


wat defire retreats, and delicacy ſands. 
"oy: to ſupply, me. with all the arguments. 
Vor. II. B N neceſ- 


neceſſary to plead my pardon. But why 
, 2M 


I be culpable? | 

Oh! tranſports till now untaſted, ec- 
ſtatic union of all delights, all- exquiſite 
ideas! Virtue overcome by tenderneſs; 
the tear of innocence wiped off by love 
raptures that give a fore- taſte of celeſtial 
bliſs, continue to poſſeſs me, occupy my 
memory without ceaſing, and Keep for ever 
before my eyes the charms of the angel I 
| — as/ 8 at 068 in my 
foul. 
Toa, chat A can eclipſe, thas no- 
thing can equal; you, that are meaſured 
by ſo falſe a ſtandard, and whoſe real ex. 
cellence the world is fo little acquainted 
with, hononr with your approbation the 
ſincere expreſſions of a heart, penetrated | 
by gratitude and love. Of what charms, 
what treaſures, have you made me maſter? 
Such beauty! fuch- delicacy? Bur it has 
nothing to fear; where the-fentiment en-. 

joys all ſecrefy, all filence, it draws-ronnet 

iclelf a facred yell, whictt nothing groſs is 
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DELICATE CRTMES: 3 
permitted te paſs; it knows all the vatue 
of a voluptuous refer ve; and tranquiizes 
modeſty even in the arms of enjoyment. 

At this moment, what are you doing? 
Are thoſe lovely eyes, in which my def.” 
tiny is written, cloſed in a ſoft ſlumber ? 
and does'a favourable dream repreſent me 
at your feet, at once a conqueror and a 
ſhave? When I had quitted you what 
do I ſay ?—when I had torn myſelf from 
you; when you commanded me to fly 


you, you trembled, and left che place of 


my triumph, the ſanctuary of my joys, ra- 
ther like a victim than an idolatrous lover. 


You fighe&; I ſaw your 'eyes' foimining! 


in tears; in tears! ch Heavens! banithy/ 


beſeeck you, baniſfr every inquietude 
from your breaſt; where all ſnould be cam 
and fecure, as it is free from ſtain! For 
me, I walls to Mink of you :- I will not 
traſt to dreums che eare of my fellcity. 

I ſend tis by x ſpecial meſſenger : to- 
Morrow morning you will receive it. To- 
moro morning! but what is that to 
my! Gauen tomorrow non, wc L 

B 2 hope 


4 DELICATE CAIMEsS. 
hope will bring me your dear anſwer. 
Exiſtence will be painful to me till I have 
it in my hauds; ſuch is my amorous im- 
patience; and yet, when 1 get, I hall be 
afraid to open it. HIER | 


LETTER XLV.. 


From the Marchionefs de Sun RCE ro he. 
117 . de Sr. ALBIN. | | 


AM mad; br hall ſhortly become ſo. 
Ho ſhall I eſcape the reproaches of 
my heart? They are not to be endured. 
By what authority did you force the aſy- 
lum, Where I had taken ſhelter?. I fled 
vou; that was ſufficient to explain my- 
elk; that was ſufficient to let you know 
chat I as not yet loſt to. a ſenſe. of virtue 
and my duty. I have violated 1 
What were your encouragements? Had 
Lever told you I loved? and if I had 
told you ſo, though leſs guilty than you 
are at preſent; would you not ſtill have 
much to anſwer for? Before you obtained 


- 
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an avowal of my love, you raviſhed the 
proof, Where was my' guardian angel at 
that moment? It looks as if there was a 
fatality in my misfortunes. I abhor, I de- 
teſt you. I tremble in pronouncing your 


name. Never, never let me ſee 5 
more. 

Yet, what do I ſay? I baniſh you fro 
my ſight ? yes, I would baniſh” you; but 


can I hate you? Have I the force to de- 
-clare it? The one crime draws on ano- 
ther. No; I loved you, (it is from the 
midſt of remorſe, and the moſt cruel agi- 
tations, that the cry of a heart goes forth, 
which has no longer any thing to hide or 


diſcover) I loved you even in the mo- 
ment when you ſhould have been moſt my 
averſion ; and it is you, you that J adore, 
without being much worthy of it ; that 
have abuſed my kindneſs, broke your pro- 
miſes, reſiſted my prayers : yet, where- 
fore ſhould I blame? the fault was mine: 
I relied upon my ſtrength, and it aban- 
doned me. 


B 3 | What 


E DELICESTE eius. 


What mis fortunes do I foreſee! Were - 
ever I turn my eyes, I behold myſelf ſur- 
rounded by nothing elſe, I cannot think 
without horror of the huſband I have 
betrayed: for it is in vain I recur to his 
faults; if they reſtored me the right to 
diſpoſe of my heart, my perſon was (ill 
his; his title there was ſacred, not to be 
invalidated ; and, by infringing that title, 
I have broke the great tie that linked me 


to ſociety! from which I am now an ont. · 
caſt. See, then, to what you have re- 


duced me! Virtue, honour, all that was, 
or onght to have been dear ta me, 1 
have facrificed all, er to the * 1 had 
to your eſteem. 

Satisfied to love you, to ce you, to aſk 
my days in withing for, in expecting, in 
thinking of you; the pride of having no- 
thing outwardly to reproach myſelf with, 
ſoftened the pains of my ſelf-denials. I 
could lift my eyes to you, and turn them 
on myſelf without bluſhing. Your heart 
was all T deſired; and the purity of my 
ſentiments' were their excuſe ; but you 

Wi) | 7 would 
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from me what I was forbid: to grant, what 
I hoped never to grant; and now, O God! 
now I am guilty, I am miſerable ; and L 
deſerve; 7 - 479: { 

P. S. Your 3 which I this moment 
receive, has had I know not what effect 
upon me. I cannot expreſs it. Muſt I, 
then, repeat my impetuolity? Where is 
my anger gone? A cloud, which I fear to 
diſſipate, comes to cover your faults; and 
Fhave no more the courage, or will, to- 
reproach you. But may I hope, then 
that you love me? that you will ſtill con- 
unue to have a value for me? I fear to 
ſee you; I dare not look at you; and yet, 
without feeing you, I cannot live. I am 
yours, yours for ever and I weep.. 

It is eight ofclock. © I have not lain 
down all night. The people will wonder 
what is the matter with me. I am under 
ſtrange anxieties. I am at a diſtance from 
you ; could T hide myſelf in your arms, 
methinks J ſhould be leſs unhappy. I have 
juſt re-read'your letter; I am going to 
9 = B 4 1 


8 DELICATE CRIMES. 
re it again; it affects, it comforts me. 


Ah! if your tranſports do but ls from 
a went ſource ! 


LETTE R K 


iti 1 * * — 197. 1 "ETFs 9 


Non the ae * St. AL B1 1,020 the 
| Marchioneſs de SY RCE | 


7HAT 2 letter l it — 4. my ra- 
viſhment ; it adds to my enthuſiaſm. 
But you weep, you weep, and it 151 that 
. ee pov dogorg 
- Behold before you; a. ſuppliant, e 
ing his pardon, without ceaſing to juſtify 


his crime. I was no longer maſter of my 
_ tranſports; I was led aſtray, bewildered 
in the. wildneſs of my deſires... I ſaw no- 


ching but you, their object; I could hear 
nothing but you. Had thunder fallen, 
had lightning flaſhed round me, it would 
have lighted me to my happineſs, rather 
than have daunted my ardour. ', , . 
Plant not thorns in the breaſt, / 3 
you have firſt taught love to grow. Vour 
ll grieh 


n — 


Is 2 Ry" wo 

* *2.x) * W 

E 
% "44 ** 


DELICATE CRIMES; 9 


grief throws me into deſpair,” You an 
outcaſt from ſociety ! you! who are the 
ornament of it! Tell me, too timid, 
too delicate as you are, what is the 
tie you have broken? That which uni- 
ted you to a huſband, whoſe indifference 
rendered him unworthy of you? He for- 
feited his title to your perſon when he 
forfeited your heart. 

Are women to have only the melan- 
choly virtue of being faithful to per- 
fidious partners? Has religion ordered 
them, in the bloom of all their perfections, 
to crawl to the foot of an altar, there to 
ſeal their-ſlavery, and take an oath to be 
unhappy? Such prejudices are barbarous, 
are unnatural, and ought to be ſurmount- 
ed. 

Dry your tears, moſt heavenly woman; 
break through the clouds that encompaſs 
you; and abandon yourſelf without fear 
to the impreſſions of a tender heart. Thoſe 
that are the moſt animated, the moſt dear, 
ought to be the? moſt ſacred. 
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Fear not that you have loſt any thing 
in my eyes. Could you look into the 
breaſt where you ſovereignly reign, you 
would-ſee, on the contrary, the progreſs 
you: make there. Your letter is a ray of 
light, that has penetrated to the inmoſt 
receſſes of my ſoul, Set, then, your mind 
at reſt; in making me happy, you have 
acquired glory, inſtead of loſing it. Suck 
a weakneſs as yours is no diſgrace. She 
that yields as you have done, ought to be 
proud of yielding. I loved you before 
my triumph; but {ince, I adore you. 
Once more, ceaſe to think yourſelf cri- 
minal; and make haſte to him, who lives 
but to devote himſelf to you. Do you feel 
no emotions that impel you towards me? 
You ſay you would be happier in my arms; 
yet you ſuffer them to open, to receive 
you in vain. The place: where you are, 
nouriſhes your melancholy fancies. Re- 
turn to. Paris, I beſeech you, and avoid 
not my eyes 9 you will meet with nothing 
there but the moſt tender love. 


1. 
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From the Marthiodeſste a to the 
eren b Rad 83 


rY. eee with 
4 C 


as to ſay, that you have conceivedia pre. 
judice againſt me. I imagined ſo; and 
who knows but you may have taken for 
love, deſires which you never would have 

CPI auen uer eg, $9505 0 
eafineſs?2-. u 2102 IDE: #9 
Great God! Kino: F ned sd 
— the gift as proſtitution! 
no, it is not poſſible. Had: I poſſeſſed you 
with a tranfient inelination ouly, you 
would not have endeavoured to inſpire 
me with ſentiment, ' For what? I will 
love you then, adore you; let the cruel 
and perfidious world talk = it will. As 


it judges, without knowing ? me; it is un- 
juſt, without making me angry. But yon; 
if you dare ſuſpect me a moment: - 
B 6 But 
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But why ſhould I endeavour to make 
myſelf unhappy by ſurmiſes Let us come 
back to your letter. You deſire my re- 
turn to Paris. Well. But I dread it; 
andi yet, I know not how it is, this retreat, 
which appeared ſo agreeable to me, be- 
Zins to wear an altered aſpect. All the 
objects I ede ee OY" re- 
1 — 09 9 RH 907 

I muſt needs vibe e hs 1. 
ninck, the fatal labyrinth: but I could not 
ſuſtain the view. Thoſe arbors, where I 
uſed to. retire to vent, in ſeeret, the ſighs 


; Fi: of love, are become dark and formidable 


ſhades, ſince they have been the grave of 
my innocence. Methought, on entering, 
I heard a threatning voice, which re. 
proached me with my crime, and denoun- 
ced puniſnment. This you will ſay; was 
fancy : be it ſo; yet I have, I know not 
what, forebodings that tell me I ſhall ſee 
no more happy days. Nay, methinks 1 
am already à creature forſaken; Will 
you do what you can to prevent theſe 
* ominous? Alas! inte 
All whoſe 
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whoſe hands cum I put my fate but yours? 
Vou, then, who are the cauſe off m/ã 
5 — and bee aan me 
you, who are at preſent the maſter of my 
reputation, receive alſo into your keep- 
ing my deſtiny and my life. You have un- 
done me; you would be ſatisſied with no- 
thing leſs than my honour, my all; and 
I am ſtill more ſenſible of your felicity 
than my own loſs ; nay, ſhould the value 
of ſo many ſacrifices be one day or other 
diminiſhed in your eyes, you ean never 
rob me of the conſolation to think; that I 
once made you happy. For reckon not 
upon my levity; my weakneſs itſelf is the 
pledge of my conſtancy. You may render 
me miſerable ; but nothing from this mo- 
ment can make me love you els, th not 5er 
your ingratitude. 9 55 g 22 


While I write, I am ſtruck with a moſt | 
3 object. It is a family of deer; 
a beautiful ſtag, witch a doe by his ſide as 

f White as milk, that ſuckles a young fawn. 
They are juſt oppoſite my window, which 
is open, and eye me from time to time, 


14 DELICATE CRIMES. 
and then turn to each other, and ſeem to 
converſs; There is ſomething ſingularly 
tender and delicate in the ftag's manner 
of regarding his female; and the appears 
to be ſenſible of it. How charming are 
the lines of my favourite Guarini! and 
how applicable upon the preſent nn. 
n e eee Ct] 


F 8 4 
Oh fortunate voi 8 felvagge- 
A cui, I alma natura 
Non die legge in amar, ſe non d' amore; 
” Eegge/utnana, inumana, DNA, 
Ohe dai per pena de Lamar l dior 
. Se'l peccar & ſi dolce E 
© E'1 non peccar ſi neceſfario, o troppo 
Imperfetta natura, 
Che repugni a la legge; 
— O troppo dura legge, 1 | 
Che la natura offendi; ns, 
Ma che! poco ama Altrai, ch'il morir teme. 


Adieu. Ceaſe to endeavour to draw. 
me from this place. Talk to me no more 
upon that terrifying ſubject. I will al- 
ways avoid, though I can never forget 
you. It is true, by meeting yon, I muſt 
er with my wrongs ; but, 

ſhould 
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ſhould I not be in danger of new? Ah! I 
love you too well, to expoſe myſelf to the 
peril, the fatality of ſeeing you. 


LETTER XLVIIL. 


From the Duc de CLERM ONT ro 1 
Count de ST. chu or 


APPILY I am e the 
pleaſure of having done well is the 
moſt precious recompence of a generous 
mind; and ingratitude has no effect upon 
generofity, It is an age ſinee every 
thing has been concluded between the 
Marchioneſs and you. Thanks to me, 
you are in full beatitude. Yow ought even 
already to fee, forming at a diſtanee, the 
ſtorms of a rupture; but I am out of the 
ſecret ; you neither ſee me, nor write to 
me; I am obliged to gueſs all; and while 
you are buried in the calm of enjoyment, 
repreſent you to the public, Well, no 
matter ; it tickles my pride ; my work 
will nat remain unfiniſhed, Be eaſy, The 
adven- 
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adventure is known i almoſt all the ſo- 
cieties, where it is neceſſary it ſhould 
ſpread itſelf :- not a page at Court but has 
it by the end. 

Yeſterday, at a houſe, where, I 3 
with thirty people, I paſſed it from hand 
to hand as far as I could. They even 
marked the woman you were to have after 
the Marchioneſs. I will give you the 
lit, Well, Monſieur le Comte, is this a 
diligence that ſufficiently ſhows my atten. 
tion? After this, I cannot believe you 
ſo barbarous as to ſeparate my zeal from 
the confidence ſo juſtly its due. And how 
many intereſting particulars muſt he ne- 
ceſſarily have to communicate, who is ad- 
vanced in the intimacy. of a woman apt 
to open her mind, and one that will ſuffer 
an analyſis? I hope you will ſatisfy me 
upon this article. It is, beſides, indiſ. 
penſably neceſſary that I ſhould ſee you, 
to determine the duration of your intrigue, 
and the taſte in which it ought to be de- 
termined, Let us endeay our to avoid the 


beaten track. 8 
The. 


8 er Mar- 
chioneſs, isst preſent drinking the waters 
at Pyrmont; for 2which reafon, I Would 
adviſe you; to lep the one till the other 
returns; unleſs you chuſe, in the mean 
time, to amiſe yourſelf with a dancer, or 
an acrefs ; which will bea delicious tale 
for ſcandal;; and cauſe a Hhulbub, that it is 
not amiſs now and then to excite. We 
will conſider tlüs matter at 1 
view phiooammortb un 2s 

Adieu, Monſieur t 5 . Von are 
in a brilliant poſſeſſion; and if you fail 
to make the moſt of it, vou Will! be un- 
dee.  <:25 the T 2 wore tric 
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From the count de ST. Ar IN to the 


* „mie e OLEENONT: ee 


o "ſd nol! W deaeived: me; 
more perhaps than you will eaſily 
believe, or I chuſe to ſay. Madame de 
Syrce is far from reſembling the picture 
vou gave me of her. Notwithiſtancling 
your prejudices and your endeavours, ſhe 
has found the method to engage my 


eſteem; and whatever indiſcretions yorn 
= 


are guilty of, you may depend upon it, I 
ſhall difavow. I am only her friend; bur 
T will fulfil the character to my utmoſt ; 
and I repeat it, wherever you accuſe her, 


I will contradict you. I conſider your laſt 


letter as a pleaſantry; but ſhould it hap- 
pen to be any thing more, I beg you will 
obſerve what I ſay, and learn to reſpect, 
for the future, a woman, of whom I de- 
clare myſelf the defender. I was near 


forfeiting every thing; and I am the more 


zealous, 


— „ICA TE (CRIMES. 29 
zealous, the more I haye to repair. Adien, 
Monſieur le Duc.  I4ell you again, you 
have deceived me. 


LETTER XLIX. 


From the Duc de CLERMONT, to 
Mademoiſelle e e 


FADAM, it is 4 * 
world, the moſt diſſipated, and moſt 
frivolous in appearance, that now lays. at 
your feet at onee that levity, (which for 
a long time has conſtituted his pleaſures) 
his pride, and his ſucceſſes. The more 
my heart was independent, the more flat- 
ter ing it may be to fix it. Its vows, ſince 
they are addreſſed to you, are become 
purer. It ſeems that I have catched at your 
eyes a ſpark of your ſoul. Vet, angelic 
creature, you have wrought a miracle, 
which all our women together have vainly 
attempted :; but they are revenged ; I. at 
laſt feel a reſpectful flame; and my heart 
N 


R 


2 DELICATE RI 


is too much taken up, too much enſlaved, 
in fine, too worthy of you, for deſire a 
moment to profane the immaculacy of my 
devotion. | 
After this confeſſion, which fear has long 
- reftrained, but at laſt eſcapes from paſſion, 
may 1 preſume to demand of you, what 
are the motives of your retreat, and the 
exile you impoſe upon yourſelf? Heavens! 
in the flower of your age, what tyranny, 
or what caprice, can condemn you to 
live in ſolitude? Proud in your deſert, 
of the ſecret flames you have lighted there, 
you confine us to our tumultuous vortex; 
and extinguiſh with your own hands the 
incenſe Love prepares for you, Say but 
the word, a brilliant career opens before 
you. If the Court has any charms for 
you, pleaſures there attend you in crowds ; 
and you will enjoy at once the adoration 
of the men, and the jealouſy of the wo- 
men. You will embelliſh every thing; 
and it is even poſſible that happineſs may 
embellith you. How do you know? What 
pretenſions 
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pretenſions + are interdicted to beauty? 
Its flights, have no limits. 

If, however, vou rather chuſe to make. 
Paris the place of your reſidence, all the 
hearts there will certainly be yours. 
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[ = Good God! what difference between, you 
and thoſe, ſenſeleſs. flutterers, of which 
our circles are ſo unpextinently proud! 
3 With their. borrowed . graces, their, wit 
learned by rote, and their falſe under- 


ä 
9 
2 * 


ſtandings, how will ſuch painted butter- 
flies ſtand againſt natural, bloom, true no- 
bility, and all the gifts of nature? 

The Count de St. Albin has, without 
doubt, ſpoken to 4 df * me ; he knows 
how well I love him. he Wed all I have 
done for his happineſs ; and if you con- 
deſcend to queſtion him about me, I dare 
ſwear he will render me juſticde. 

Judge of my love, ſince I ſacrifice to 
you even my friend. I repent of no- 
thing, however; but I am ſure before- 
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+ He 3 wat me may 6A, to be taken 
notice of by the King, and become his miſtreſs. | | 
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hand, if what I here venture to ſay; has 
the misfortune to difpleaſe you, you have 
good ſenſe enbiigh to keep if ſecret. | 
A rind Ne yours is dove de pet) 
lafiefifioin of vanity. Hit fine; Madam, 
if you reject my love, perhaps you will 
not refuſe the tenders of my friendſhip. 
I RA ſome for tue; condeſcend to dif. 
poſe of it. All my reſourees are offered 
te yon; indall are ennobled by the de 
licacy of my intentions. 

Ten, wich the warne adoration bee 


From Wass nt ruron t6 8 
Duc de CLERMONT. | 


r 
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HAVE juſt received the moſt aud. 
cious and impertinenr letter that ever 
was written; Which alone would have 
left me no room to- doubt of the Rand ir 
came from, even though your ſignature 
had not appeared at the bottom of i it. It | 
is, indeed, hard to ſay whether the out - 
* 
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rage is greateſt to my principles or my 
underſtanding: for yeu maſt ſurely think 
the woman an idiot, however abandoned, 
who could be deceived by ſuch groſs, and 
aukward bombaſt! But how, Monſieur 
le Duc, could you preſume to make me ſo 
injurious a propoſal? Forms alone ought 
to have taught you better. I am an utter 
ſtranger to you; your equal in rank; and 
have, over and above, the prerogatives of 
my ſex, which ought to be a bridle to 
yours. I pardow your letter, however, 
and your inſults in favour of the diſdain 
wich which they inſpire me; and the 
pleaſure I ſhall have in forgetting them. 
Do not fear of my boaſting; of a triumph, 
when I ought only to bluſh at your impu- 
dence. I ſhall conceal what is fit to be 
concealed; and if I mention you to the 
Count de St. Albin, it ſhall be to aſſure 
him of your friendſhip; not 1 
ti. on _ * | 
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From n the Count de ST. Alg o the 
A 1 e de rez. ALS 
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7ELLy Swell ere er bean: 
Vs not but applaud your conduct, your 


Aae your barbarity- This is the 


fourth be N you, to preſs your! 

return to town. It will have the ſame 

effect the others have had, and yet you 
dove ! No; do not deceive yourſelf. They 
who love, act otherwiſe; they are not in- 
flexible to the moſt preſſing inſtances, and, 
above all, e e e LIN 
dear to hem. 0 20 / 

= Yeſterday, the chal of the King's) 
hunt Mas in that part of the foreſt which 
joins the MateſchaPs. "chateau, All the 
world was there except qu. :Yowpros! 
bably gueſs'd, that the hopes of: ſeeing 
you would bring me, "and for- that Treaſon 
you affected to be abſent, * There is no 


extravagance to whick a ONE might not 


— 


= 


| 


| 
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incite me. Imagine a madman mounted 
on an ungovernable horſe. I wanted to 
be everywhere at once, and indiſcreetly 
went to lock ints' al the'carriages. I made 
myſelf forty eneniles by my air of ill-hi 
mour, by my vexation at not finding you, 
and my diſdain um ſor EN ol 
ele- * eee ee 
At one ade 6 of . woe, F bferve's . 
coseh with the IO IN'Y livery, "I 
thought you might be in it. I rode up, 
and, in my hurry, almoſt thruſt my head 
into the portaf; but How great was my 
ſhock, when, inſtead of whit 16ve' looked 
for, my eyes Were met by the melancholx 
figure of your old Dutcheſs: 1 thoupht 1 
ſnould have fallen from my horſe. She 
ſeemed furious; apitated ke the Sybil up- 
on her tripod, murmürtd ſome inarticu- 
late words, and Wot, no döubt, have 
ſtratigled me, could ii habe got at me. I 


dare ſwear ſhe is not yet recovered; and 


you muſt have found her, in the evening, 
at leaſt twice as aſthmatic as ufual. But 
you ſee to what yon expoſe me. 

"Ver. II. C And 
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And pray, Madam, let me aſk how 


were you employed in your delicious re- 
treat, while all the reſt of the uniyerſe 


was abroad ? I really cannot tell What to 
make of you. Such: tranquillity! Such in- 
difference ! You are then perfectly ſore of 
my heart, it ſeems: or, What do I ſay 2. 
Perhaps you care not whether you keep it, 
or no. Vet, if you knew, if you knew the 
pain I ſuffer, and all my fears, I think you 
would ſtrive to quiet them. 


After the hunt was over, I wandered 


above four hours round that curſed cha- 
teau, which you will not be prevailed upon 
to quit. From the bottom of the avenue, 
I fix'd my eyes upon the great ſaloon, 
where I could diſtinguiſh company. I ſought 
you. My looks, my ſoul, my imagina- 
tion, my very being, were all buſy. in 
the ſearch. Thus it is I love, Madam; 
and thus it is we ought. to love. ou 
don't know my heart. You ſeem to have 
no notion of the exceſs of which it is ca- 
pable. Drive it not to extremities.  _ 


: Once 
of 


Fi 
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-Once more, I entreat you earneſtly, 


humbly, deprive me no longer of the ſa- 


tisfaction of ſeeing you: that alone can 
keep me within bounds, and ſoften the tor- 
ments of my ſituation, which I have not 
made you half acquainted with. Did you 
give me a taſte of happineſs only to ſnatch. 
it from my lips? I am deſperate; and there 
you leave me. Write to me no more. 
Your letters are no longer what I wiſh for. 
It is you, and you alone in perſon, that 
can content me. Don't reſiſt my prayers 
—1 MnTeFren en but Ts 


LETTER II. 


From the Duke de b to the 
Viſcount de , in in 
JOIN | Ve 


AM out of humour with all the world; 

and I have hurried from Paris to come 
ha and recover. myſelf. Bezier's has 
the prettieſt ſituation of any town in 
France, The Governor of the province, 
| C2 ; at 


EY 
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at whoſe houſe T am, is an am#ble man. It 
is he that formed me. He" weeps for joy 
when he thinks of the progreſ%of'his- dif. 


ciple ; and our recunion” has nen in 
it very tender. os 


But let us come back to the ſubject of 
my ill- humour; for every one has more or 


tefs cauſe for a Titde: You may, perhaps, 
remember the admirable plan I communi- 
cated to yon about ſix months ago in one 
of my letters, the moſt inſtructive I have 
ever written. My aim was to get one 
woman; humble another; and take, from 
a hair-brain'd young man, a miſtreſs he 
was fond of, in order to make him attach 
himſelf to her, who, according to my de- 
crees, he ſhould be better pleafed with, 
Well, my dear Viſcount, nothing of all 
this has ſucceeded. I am confounded, dil. 
couraged; almoſt miſerable : ſuch another 
defeat would make me forſwear ſociety, 
It was in vain to beſiege the ander. 'She 
repulſed every attack. Our little country- 
woman, indeed, with the beſt grace üna- 
ginable, gave into all the ſnares we laid for 
| | her. 


| 2 2 
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ker. The Count was warm. at firſt ; and 
there every thing reſted. 
That ſilly Count ! Would you believe 
it? | as. Madame de, Syre> grew weaker, 
he grew conſcientious! Perhaps he has 
brought matters to a criſis; perhaps not. 
However, you know I always go by rule. 
I immediately noiſed the adventure, as if 
uidubitable; and was the leſs cir cumſpect 
in what I ſaid, as I found my friends had 
the air of not truſting me with their ſecret. 
do there is virtuous, Madame la Margueſe, 
at once, nem the liſt of demi-reps. She 
chat will be. at he trouble to. ak her the 
queſtion; It is the cry all over Paris. 
St, Albin, indeed, denies i: ſirenupuſiy z but 
the more he does ſo, the morę I inſiſt. He 
is the apoſtle of virtue; I the gallant hiſ- 
torian. And which de you think is moſt 
likely to gain belief? ? The public laugh. at 
bs fbles 5 every thing ths 1 ſy palles for 
golpel. 

Let is it not 2 that a young 
man, well born, and tolerably educated, 
fd: C 3 ſhould 
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ſhould take it into his head to be delicate 
at his age, in the world that he ſees, in the 
age that he lives, and in the way of good 
advice, St. Albin was fairly lanced. The 
conqueſt would have celebrated him for 
ever; and he might as eaſily have funk 
Madame de Syrc>, as I had formed the 
projet, Every thing was diſpoſed for 
ſucceſs. He would have had all the ho- 
nours of it; and the reſt of the women 
would have beenobliged to him : but-now, 
he is but a man like a hundred thouſand 
others; a ſilly fellow, incapable. of ſeiz- 
ing an occaſion ; that has the ſcruples of 
a child, and does not know, that, by ruin- 
ing one woman, he makes himſelf accept- 
able to all. I did all I could. I have no- 


thing with which I can reproach myſelf. 


1 never thought of being fruſtrated by a 
timid conſcience, - and the imbecilities of a 
little genius. However, T leave him be- 
tween two women, and that's ſomething ; 
though it is not the ſituation I wiſh d. 
I have already ſet PAnglote agog, by 
means of ſome <landeliye intelligence, 
. which 
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e which ought to have a good effect. And 
© one of the furies, having the flambeau put 
din her hand, the other will not long be at 
Ie quiet, when ſhe finds, by the negligences 
wy inſeparable from a double intrigue, that 
1k ſhe is but a ſharer where ſhe thought her-- 
1e ſelf whole and ſole proprietor. 


or MF The poor Count! I enjoy, a little too 
o- ſenſually, I confeſs it, his amorous misfor- 
en tunes; but does he not deſerve them? ? 


W, They th I am malicious: What do you 
1d think? In ſhort, my dear Viſcount, they 
z- WW jndge me wrongfully: but I dare open 
of WW myſelf freely to you, who are capable of 
n- doing me juſtice. You, as a true man of the 
t- world, read me rightly. My interpre 


o- ters are a pack of boobies ; neither capable 
if. of taſting or profiting of my inſtructions. 
a On my firſt entrance into ſociety, I ran 


fa over its ſurface with a rapid eye. I faw, 
on one ſide, a group of melancholy pe. 
g; dants, inſipidly honeſt, and contemptibly 
virtuous; vegetate without titles, without 


recompenee ; and placed up and down the 
ce, ſeveral walks of life, like ſo many ſcare” 


ch C 4 crows. 
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crows, Thoſe ſort of people are WP put 
themſelves in a paſſion: with thoſe that are 
good humoured: cry ſcandal; the temple of 
Vir rue? son fre! Fl diſcom pole the world 
withour corredtir 

Qn the other bd, 7 Aiſtinguiſhed thoſe 

brilliant men who are thought ſuperficial ; 

who carry every thing by laughing at 
every ching; make a jeſt of the moraliſts 
5 tire tbr . the women that adore 
th em, and 2, of the miniſter that re” 
wards them. 0 zn know that morality is 
not a-la-mode ; ; and, therefore, they are 
not 1 moral. They break all the ties that 
ſerve. only : to retard; diſpenſe with the 
duties that pre- ocuε˙ανůñ ; and lide to for- 
tune on the ſmooth road of pleaſure, I 
took the lait for my models, Why plague 
one's, ſelf with cultivating a fruitleſs mo- 
ral, while all the enjoyments of life are 


the reſult of uſeful frivolity ? What ha 


ment charges irſelf with all. = le laws 
wake ; F the machine goes; the e 
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take pains,” and it is our wiſdom to laugh 
at, while, we enjoy the benefit of them. 
The country you ſee has brought me to 


reflection, In fact, I had need of provin- 


cial tranquillity. The amuſements of the 
capital were too much for me ; and, not 
to die altogether, I was obliged. to deſert, 
While I was employed in St. Albin's in- 
trigue, I had upon my hands five or fix 
of my own, which were a cruel exerciſe. 
In the firſt place, the Terville fell upon 
me, under pretence that I appeared to her 
a man of ſentiment. Nota Bene. That 


woman has the moſt inexorable conſtitution 
Jever had to deal with. However, I was 


not the dupe of her fantaſtic tricks. Her 
obedient nerves, her faintings, her paſ- 
{10ns,—and I ſoon ſet her down, with as 
little ceremony, as I had taken her up. 
After her, came Madame de Sauci, an 
eternal coquette, who keeps.up her credit 
hy the ſociety. of old men pf quality, and- 
erecting herſelf into the oracle of young 


” 


wives, Who defire no better than to con- 


fult her, becauſe they know ſhe will give 
WY C 5 them 
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them the advice ſhe followed herſelf for- 
merly. She I took by way of regimen. She 
was ordered me by my phyſician ; for 
which, if I ever forgive him.. . While 
you live, Viſcount, avoid violent reme- 
dies. 

For Madame de Melleville, I PU 
much regret the eight or ten days I ſa- 
crificed to her, Tis a monkey, divert- 
ing enough in her way. She quarrels, is 
falſe; ſometimes witty, and always wicked. 
Particularly, I know not any one who 
puts more gaiety in a rope. + Fr 
one muſt love that little devil. 
But of all my affairs, none fo well de- 

- ſerves a particular detail as the adventure 

Il was engaged in with Madame Van Wel- 
den. Twas almoſt ſerious. Delicious 
creature ! Capricious, giddy, indecent, ſhe 
| has every thing capable of intereſting. I 
never was acquainted with one whoſe con- 
duct was ſo truly libertine; whoſe man ; 
ners were of a better compoſition. Her 
huſband is a ſpecies of frenchify'd Dutch- 
man; à refugee burgomaſter, who is 
garden- 
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- garden- mad. This original has paſſion 
e for plantations, and flowers; and his 
r kind wife lets him follow his pleaſures, 
e without, however, partaking of them dur- 
— ing the day time. After a rapid toilet, 
whip ſhe is gone to the play, or the opera. 
't She then returns to company at home, 
* where there is helliſh gaming, but a ſupper 
t- for the gods. Then comes a walk in the 
is garden by torch light, and you may gueſs 
1 what havock is made among the carnations 
0 and ranunculuſes. I confeſs this bewitch- 
y ing hobgobblinzy held me longer in the 
chains of my crazy frou than I approved 
e- of; befides, give her her 8 and ſhe 
e had nothing to recommend her. 
1. After all theſe enterprizes, ſhould I not 
us be glad; think you, to ſee myſelf at length 
ne totally diſengaged, and retired like an- 
1 other Cineinnatus? T dare ſwear you with 
n- me joy of it. I lead here the moſt eaſy 
n- life imaginable.” The governor” keeps up 
er the high-ſtile ; we talk over our exploits 
h- of 2 kinds; "und, FRAN Jam out of my 
is : nnn TING 1 8 
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apprenticeſhip, I 4 Fa PR Hen: pen 
his converſaticn. | 

He has given me learmal notes — 8 
ſervations upon all the women under his 
juriſdiction. This, ſays he to me not long 
ago, can hold out very well for four days 
together; that will ſtand her ground for 
fifteen. Yopder is one that ſhall reſiſt a 
month, or perhaps more; ſhe is an example 
for the proyince, I had a mind to verify 
his intelligence, and I found it tally with 

7 the moſt exact veracity. 

J prate like a true country gentleman. 
Adieu, my dear Viſcount. Quit Italy, and 
come among us. I have poſitively too | 
much buſineſs. on my hands. I want a 
colleague who will not diſeredit me; and f 

| who can I chuſe but you? 1 have a ſet of ] 
ideas entirely new for next winter; and. 
in ceding to you one quarter of my at- f 
fairs, believe me you will have a very I 
add rep. amn, 0 
t 
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From che Gs de ST. 4111 to 7 
Marchioneſs de SYRCE, 


F E AR my love, fear my deſpair ;. 

fear the violence of them. I muſt 
die, or ſee you. There is nothing of 
which I am not capable. I will follow 


you to the extremities of the univerſe. I 


have a right in you: I claim it; it is 
written, at the bottom of your heart; it 
will never quit mine; and I know of none 
more ſacred, | 

The Prince de Soan i is gone to paſs Gigs 
time at the Mareſchal's. He told me. 
himſelf, a few days ago, that he went. 


merely becauſe he heard you were there. 


A very proper perſon he choſe to com- 
municate his ſentiments to, and make his 
confidante. He is in love with you; bis 
eyes,” his diſcourſe, his agitation, all be- 
trayed it. He is in love with you, and yet 
you ſtay ; and yet you perſiſt to avoid me. 
Once 


a 
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Once again ; if you knew what I ſuffer, 


if you knew what I have to ſtrive againſt, 
if you knew the nature of my troubles, 
and all the horror of my torments—but, 
no doubt, they give you no concern, 
Does the Prince de Soan appear to you 
as amiable, as to me he appears happy? 
Is he tender? Does he walk with you 


under thoſe charming ſhades ? I know not 


what I fay—but tear yourſelf, I charge 
you, from the place where you are. Fly 
that man, who is odious to me, and ought 
to be the fame to you. Fly him; or will 


not anſwer for the lengths to which my 


tranſports may carry me. 


J have thought of more than one me- 


thod to come to you, to trouble the 
peaceful moments you paſs with my rival; 
and make you the witneſs, and him perhaps 
the victim of my deſpair, There is no 
form, but love can take; no obſtacle, but 


he is able to ſurmount; no reſentment, 


but he is capable of feeling, where he is 


diſdained. But whither does OT 251 c 


end me! 
ö 14 f | 115 
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But I am mad, arid inſult you; my heart 
is too ſtrong for my head, and gets the 
better of my reaſon; I ſee, as it were, 
through a miſt; and all objects 1 to 
me falſe. g 
My life, my love, I am all ſubmiſſion, 
all patience; and my anger is but the flaſh 
of a moment, to throw me at your feet 
more devoted than before. I abjure every 
thing I have ſaid. I confeſs myſelf guilty 
of a crime; but punith it not with too 
much rigor. | Yield to my intreaties, my 
prayers. Fear not the lover you have 
faſcinated ; and afflit him no longer. 


LETTER LI. 


From the Marchioneſs de SyRcex, to the 
Count de ST. ALBIN. ; 


ELL, yes, 1 ſtay here; and you 45 
not deceive yourſelf; it is the Prince 
de Soan that determines me. Yes, Monſ. 
le Comte, for the pleaſure of ſeeing him 
every inſtant, I remain where Jam; and 

I know 
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I know. not when. I ſhall be able to pre- 
vail with myſelf to deſert him. In a word, 
you gueſs every thing; your penetration 
enchants me; and J am infinitely indebted 
to it. But could you even ſuſpect what 
you | inſinyate you believe? Could you 
have ſo: vile, ſo horrid an opinion of me:? 
But you retract, it ſeems ; you have it 
not; and in every other reſpect, I ought 
to prefer the company of the Prince de 
Soan to yours. | 

He has not deſtroyed my peace of mind; 
I can look at him without bluſhing. And 
why ſhould I fly him? I never feared ; I 
fear not now; nor have I occaſion to 
avoid but one mortal in the univerſe, the 
moſt amiable of all, was he not unjuſt, un- 
reaſonable, 'tyrannic ; and, if he affected 
not to doubt the power he abuſes : but he 
has undone me, ſuſpects me; imagines in- 
juries, affronts the innocent, and offends 
both himſelf and the woman that loves 


him. Yes, Monſieur le Comte, ſuch is 


her deſtiny ; ſhe loves you, even while 
you hold a poniard to her boſom, | 
| | Learn, 


r 
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Learn, ungrateful as you are, learn all 
the ſecrets of a heart, which your incon- 
ſtancy, your hatred, and even your con- 
tempt, will neyer be able to alter, Know, 
that the firſt moment 1 faw you, I was in- 
clined to vou by an irreſiſtible impulſe ; 
that the better I knew you, the more f 
loved you; aud that the avowal of your 
ſentiments for me at once threw me into 
deſpair, : and made me happy. Know, that 
love would h have granted, at. once, . "what 
honour would have always refuſed. 
But how ſhould you comprehend what 
her denials, her reſiſtances, colt - a woman, 
attached t to duties which ſhe. trembles to 
d ; while f. the xeproaches herſelf with 
a paſſin ſhe, cannot yanquiſh ? How 
ſhould you have an idea of the .torment 
of adoring an obje&, and at the ſame time, 
condemning e to the inſupportable 
puniſhment of ſeeing th at object unbappy ? 
But thus it is, all my proceedings with 
you have been condemned either Dy . 
reaſon or my heart, 
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At length, oppreſſed by remorſe, unable 
to bear your preſence, your trouble, or 
my own conſtraint ; neither having the 
power to forget, or the ſtrength to fly 
you ; I found myſelf a prey to the new 
torments of a jealouſy, which I had no 
right to ſhew ; while every thing in- 
creaſed, and nothing ſoothed it; nay, the 
ſecreſy with which it was hidden, irritated 
the anguiſh ; and aſſured my enemy of a. 
victim, induſtrious to undo herſelf. | 

After this, dare you doubt me? In ſpite 
of my weakneſs, dare you refuſe me your 
eſteem } and if it be loſt ; if I have for- 
feited my ticle, and ere it no longer; 
tell me, Cruel, tell me, what man can be 
dangerous for the woman who loves you? 

Indeed, Monſieur le Comte, you give 
way to moſt unjuſtifiable tranſports. Do 
not imagine, however, that I fear them. 
When I yielded, it was to your prayers ; 
and I am in no ſort apprehenſive of 'your 
fury. You will not come to this place, 
though I ſhould not leave it; nor will you 
attempt any thing that can expoſe me, I 

know 


dle 
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know you reſpect my deſires; and it is by 
my power dver you, that I ſhall judge of your 


love. I have put my glory, as a depoſit, 


in your hands ; and nothing will tempt 
you to betray my confidence. ' Beſides, is 
it neceſlary to frighten me, to make me gou 
what you pleaſe ? 

I the witneſs! and another the victim 
What other? Would not your life be 
alſo in danger? and ſnould I not expire 
before your eyes, covered with infamy ? 
If I can, it is my duty, my intereft, to 
keep from you. I ſay, if I can; for I re- 
ſolve: nothing. But then, I promiſe no. 
thing. I know not what I ſhall do. Von 
ſay my abſence aſſicts vou. Well: if it 
was not for the Prince de Soan, perhaps 1 
might come to town to-morrow. 


A CARD, 


— 
— 
— 
— 
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A CARD. 
HE Marchioneſs de Syred's compli- 
1 ments to the Comte de St. Albin; 
lhe is this moment arrived in town from 
the Mareſchal de Plombiere's, and brings 
a meſſage from the Prince de Soan, which 
ſne can deliver to no one but the Count 
himſelf. She has left a great deal of good 
company : ſhe does not know why; but 
if her friends in Paris ſhould think they 
have had any influence in drawing her 
hither, it will be their duty to try if they 
can make her amends dees EA Wh W 
_ —— n Wart W. 2 
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LETTER IIV. 


From the Marchioneſs de Sy RCE, to the 
Count de Sr. ALBLN. | 


HAT is it a man beloved cannot 

accompliſh? I have been near Yor 
but ten days, and Ino longer know my- 
ſelf. My injuries are all wiped out ; they 
have diſappeared before me; and I am fen- 
ſible to nothing but joy. Yow have got 
between me and diſhonour ; that diſhon- 
our, the view of which was fo terrifying 
to my imagination; and love has the in- 
tire poſſeſſion of me. I even think with 
pleaſure of my paſt remorſe; and am Eager 
to tell you, I feel it no more. 

Is not this a change Vet it is not 
half what I have undergone. After our 
firſt fatal interview, when any one looked 

at me fixedly, I wiſhed the ground would 
T. oo h . 
pen to hide me from their regards. I 
have met you again; and I feel myſelf 
Proud of what J was aſhamed, I did not 
believe 
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believe it poſſible for love to aſſume ſuch 


a form; but I am fo taken up with ap- 


plauding myſelf, that I have not time for 


aſtoniſhment. The morning, the evening, 
the day, the night, I think of you with- 


out ceaſing. Your letters, eſpecially 


thoſe you have written to me ſince my 


return, are one of my chief employments. 


I kiſs them a thouſand times a day; and 
hardly open my eyes but to en then . 


over and over again. 
I was a coquet; I was ſeen everywhere 


but at home: but now it is there only I 
feel myſelf happy, While 1 am waiting 
for you. I hate the crowd; I hate. flat. 
tery ; I hate followers; ina word, I hate 


every thing I formerly affected, to con- 
fine myſelf to a ſingle deſire. I was con- 
tent with my figure, thought myſelf agree- 


able; and I now wiſh to be a thouſand 


times more ſo; for you have given my 
beauty a value in my eyes. I adorn my- 


ſelf to pleaſe you; and if formerly to fix 


the attention of the multitude appeared 


to me 2a triumph - Lat preſent conſider 


it 


in 
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it no otherwiſe, than as it gives me hopes 
of your approbation, | 
If I happen to be but ever ſo ſhort a 
time in a company where you are not, I 
ſoon become abſent; my ſenſes, my heart, 
my ſoul, all bear me towards you. If 
your name is by ehance pronounced, Ifeel 
I know not what emotion. This is the 
picture 'of my heart. Has i it any analogy 
with yours? But go! be ungrateful if you 
can: it will kill me, without making me 

love you leſs. 

I dare to tell you, (becauſe you 3 I 
am not naturally vain,). that before I'was 
acquainted with you, no one was more. 
ſurrounded than I; not that I had any 
title to the vague cd your ſex 
gave me- over, other women : I never 

| thought fo : it was a madneſs ; and I was 
followed, becauſe I was the faſhion ; and 
conſequently nothing that was ſaid to me 
went to my heart; I heard it as ſo many 
words of courſe ; and with a hundred lo- 
vers, had not one, I ſaw much languiſh- 
ing, much affected deſpair ; but 1 was 
calm, 


pn FY 


2 


 Stiicart ex1NEs, 


calm, confic dent, full of ſecurity, 11 1 


haps of pride. But when Vou appeared, 


all i my trophies fell : at once; my haughti. 
neſs was in an inſtant converted” to trou- 
ble, diffdetce, and fear, No more re- 
poſe, no' more coquetry; no more any 
thing but that tender love which is worth 


8 Which ſtands in tlie place of al, Which 


1 prefer to all Thaye loſt. 


112 


The wo! rld, no doubt, Lay give 2 
bur, 


terrible name to thoſe profeſſions; 


after all, what | is the world; ? I love vou; 


if you merit not ſuch a  diſtin&ion, no man 


| ever did ; and therefore. 1 am "allied, 


Nay, I will tell the world boldly my ſenti. 


ments, and enjoy its reproaches. 


But 


you ſcold me in your laſt letter, for hav- 
ing expreſſed ſome fears about the dura. 
tion of your attachment. Ah ! my friend, 
I. love too well, to be perfectly eaſy, 

Willing to believe you, I ſhould, perhaps, 
aſſiſt you, had you a mind to deceive me; 

but even in believing, I ſhould tremble, 


Talk not to me of ſelf. confidence ; ; nor 
think, that being accuſtomed to ſtrike the 


crowd, 


re: 


over mine. 
will. Had I an inclination to be perverſe, 
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crowd, aſſures. me againſt the dread of diſ- 
continuing to pleaſe him, .who now. ſtands 
in the place of it. | 

What is the project of which you fie 
to me for to-morrow, , and you feared 1 
ſhould not comply with? You doubt your 
own heart, if you doubt your own. power 
| I agree to it, be it what it 


how could I n any thing to your 


an et. 


| at 1 71 
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Fr rom a the Nlarchioneſ- de Sy noe; to cha 
Gout de Sr. ALB INV. 


Ibu. woman ahnt Wenn 1 :ſalmed 

us in that fatal walk, in chat out-of- 
the-way ſolitude, where: we thought' our» 
ſelves ſecluded from all the world, what 
will he think? what will ſhe tay ? The cruel 
public! it; has no pity, . and will never 


pardon. a weaknels,. however it has been 


reſiſted, ſince it could not be vanquiſhed 
VOI. II. D it 


0 


pable of reflection. In the moment I am 
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it is inexorable; and T am infatuated. 
Suſceptible of remorſe only, I am inca- 


moſt faulty, in the moment I feel it with 
moſt bitterneſs. I would be more fo, f you 
woe have me. 

How ſhockingly eee was I yeſter- 
day! What forgetfulneſs of others! of 
myſef! The moſt horrible misfortunes 
thould attend it; the loſs of my life ought | 
to expiate ſuch a proof of my love : but 
tet me ruſh into your arms, and there I 
ſhall find happineſs. Ah !-how dangerous 
is it to love, when we love to ſuch exceſs! 
I feared for myſelf; and that fear was a 
long time my ſecurity ; but I had no idea 
of what I experience. My ſoul is, as it 
were, intoxicated. Love makes an ex- 
ample of me. I braved him, I * n; 
and he takes his revenge. 

I no longer ſee any thing. Yet, my 
dear friend, imagine not that I lament, or 
accuſe myſelf. Alas! of what? You are 
culpable of my faults : inhuman I they are 
yours, Lou make me love you too well. 

5 | Yet, 
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; Vet, take pity of a woman, whoſe head 
Y is gone, aſtray. Prevent her from being 
m her own deſtruction. Make her do for 
h vou, what ſhe will not do for herſelf. You 
u have deftroyed her reaſon: it is your duty 

to help her. I put myſelf in your care; 
r- and implore your aſſiſtance, _ to be 


of more worthy of your regard. 
es F. S. The Counteſs 8 he 
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Have been eee 
not riting to yo: but yon know 
things to do; eternal accounts to ſettle, 
which I thought would never have an end. 
I bound erer thing in che beſt orders, 1 
begin to know myſelf again. My tender- 
neſs ſeizes the firſt moment of leiſure ; and 
. Fhaſten to chat with N 
I could find in my heart to ſcold You 
For not coming along with me. What 
have people to do in Paris at this ſeaſon? 
Vou, / particularly, who are ſo diſſipated 
thinks, have more need of country repoſe 
The air we breathe here refrgſhes the 
blood, eſtabliſhes. the health, and give: 


eee een, with, at leaſt 
litt 
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little leſs danger. Can you pardon me, this 
expreſſion? Your, balls, your ſittings up, 
your ſuppers, all choſe things alarm, and, 

make me miſerable. While I know: you, 
wake, I cannot ſleep; but our watchings, 
ſpring from very different canſes ; your's 
are occaſioned by amuſement ; mine by in- 
quietude. You-have the prettieſt eyes in 
the world, and they are ſometimes funk 


| to. a;frightful degree. I don't Iove them 


when I fee them ſo : nay, ſhall I tell-you 
the truth? my eyes often tell me you are 
handſome, when my heart finds you ugly. 
a mighty deſire to convert you, and ap- 
pears exceedingly vexed at your abſence; 
but he pretends you muſt not eſcape; that 
he will ſave you, in ſpite of you, and make 
vou confeſs your Paris pleaſures are no 
pleafures., Ie will bave ſome work upon. 
his hands. Don't you think: ſo. And the 
habitude that pleads for them, will, be as 
powerful as the eloquence that pleads 
againſt them. He gave us the other day 
an excellent diſcourſe upon the danger of 
| D 3 the 
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the paſſions, the evils they cauſe, and the 
falkictouſnefs of che happinefs they pro- 
wife. He really ſpoke very well; is a 
worcht ir, ttiinitted- with a trut zeal, 
He takes as much pains in directing his 
village conſciences, as if ke had under his 
cure the moſt illuſtrious ſinners in France. 
Your Paris preachers ſpeak but to thine; 
this never opens his mouth but to be uſe. 
fül. Tout“ are but ofators ; ; mite en 
apoltle. It 1 
But T All w tell you that nes 
my farmer, has come to ſoe me, and brought 
With htm tis daughter, the littte Nanette, 
who yoti ufecto call your friend? She Was 
very fine, and had nonte# f Fr: Imagine 
{ figure; rather” ſtrongly" Built; But per- 
fey well made; eyes fparkling with the 
fie of health, cheeks Nike roſes, and 2 
Pair of Mps that might be 'envied” ay 
where, She has u fweecheart that would 
make a more Iuxurious picture of her; but 
F chuſe rather to give her a portion than 
paitit Her: She has an air of diferetion 
that much pfeaſes me, and I am affored 
It.“ | | C1 her 


ker conduct does not contradict it. She 
is propoſed as a model to all the girls of 
her age; and, in her rural dreſs, ſhe at 
tracts the homage and reſpect of all that 
approach her. I am determined to marry 
her immediately to the young man ſhe 
likes, who is the ſon of a labourer in the 
neighbourhood, of an excellent character. 
I propoſe to myſelf infinite pleaſure from 
compleating this union. The marriage- 
ceremony ſhall be ſolemnized in my own 
chapel, and I will be at all the expence 
of the feaſt. | 
Such, my dear child, are the cares that 

employ me; and ſuch the innocent diſſipa- 
tions of the peaceable life I here lead, 
Vour's are more noiſy; hut, do they leave 
in the mind ſuch ſoft impreſſions? I have 
often told your how much. I diſlike; that con- 
tinual and fatiguing buſtle in which you are 
carried round from chimera. to chimera. 
In perſpective, nothing ſo. charming, as the 
world'; but, viewed nearer, it is an abyſs, 
where every ſeduction marks a danger, and 
every pleaſure a misfortune. There are 

D 4 certain 
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certain ſnares, indeed; which I have no 
fear of your falling into; for if imagina- 
tion ſhould puſh you towards them, the 
ſenſe of your own dignity would preſerve 
you, With a giddy head, you have a 
good heart; and ſhould the one lead you 
aſtray, the ook will always put you again 
in the right road. I know it, I believe 
it. I love to believe it; and, if you 
ithould force me to think otherwiſe, I 
ſhould die with grief, | >) 
But daughter, my dear daughter, ap- 
pearances have often loſt her whoſe heart 
was innocent. Coquetry is a poiſoned 

| bait which we are too ealily ſeduced by. 
We think we ſeek at admiration, but we 
know not well what we would have; and 
men's pride, and women's idolatry, make 
us pay too dear for it. There is boaſting 
on one ſide; calumny on the other. We 
complain = injuſtice; we weep, we are 
angry; what amuled the fancy, begins to 
corrode the heart. Principle grows diſ- 
couraged. By little and little, we begin to 
diſregard what we have found inſufficient 

2795 k Ti ta 
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to deſend us. Ax laſt Virtue berſel gives 
way; andſifr om being imprudent, we be- 
come guilty. Truſt in my experience; it 
is is the treaſure of age, and I Sonn fit 
to he uſeful to cu sẽ... alte 
I married very young, al: cone 
ly, entered the world betimes; Where, 
thanks to your father, whom J ſhall ever 
regret, Ialways lived peaceably and hap- 
pily, L. had time te obſerve, to reflect 
upon andi tolament tlie women leſs happy 
than, myſelf. 1, Speaks net. of;;thole , who: 
broke chfrongh the fences of modeſty, per- 
haps the firſt- excellence in a ſex charged 
in ſome ſort with the; care of publit man- 
ners thoſe abandoned wretches gdeſery-- 
ary wee eee ubs tienes? 
lgciety are ner totbe, cpmplained of, 
when, they, revenge deceney, puniſh: the 
forgetfulneſs of duties, and maintain, ho- 
hour hy aha diſgrace. of thoſe who: deſert: 
iter; I Speak hexe of thoſe! weak, but warm 
charaRers, :wha- blindly obey the impul 
ſions that are given them; that are fe- 
duced without being corrupted, and drawn 
UT D * to 
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tothe edge of the precipice, withoat be. 
ing tumbled down it. Continually falling 
into little indiſcretions, they avoid actual 
erimes: but ſuch indiſcretions muſt᷑ flot be 
multiplied; and T 8280 it is theſe I fear 
for y. Srioveow v197 al I 
deer e, bs not Fiphived- at my 
morality ; it has nothing in it ſevere! I 
am far from being one of thelt four pe · 
dants that decry pletfures' my years for- 
bid me to taſte. Erjoy al>'your advan. 
tages. You” gracosy> your sep kf - 
ments belong to fociety ; and THEE thei 
embe lim it with 2 ſecret pride: Anmiſe 
yourſelf; but take care thut ybuf athuſe- 
ment hre nbt Rürtful to your felidity, . 
Ses le young mens they ure prefitinp- 
tuous, Anck all without eH6acy The 
manners are fo Hrelè ts your nm, that 
require ef you ne very great ſacrifiee. Not 
that I think fuck (company dan gers? I 
knew / they may be feceived without any 
111-$0nſequence ; but” thefs is à refpect- 
able *Uecorvin: in a certain feſervediiefs 
of feſnales. Yow cannbt be tee ehttiöus: 
8 * your 
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your connections with your on ſex are 
of che greateſt importance: it is by thoſe 
you Wil be judged. Take care to be 
ſometimes ſoon with the women who give 
the ton, and who compenſate by the grace 
of their underſtandings for what years 
have taken from their charms. In availing 
yourſelf of their conſideration, and intereſt. 


ing them in your reception, you may al- 


low yourfelf many liberties, which, with⸗ 
out that political prevention, might do you 
a miſchief. It is wiſe to provide againſt 
malignity; always attentive to catch at the 
little imprudencies infeparable from youth, 
Under this ſafeguard too, you will give 
your pleaſures a character of decency, 
which you ought never to looſe ſight of, 
Avoid being confounded with the crowd 


of decry'dcreatures, whom diſfipation con- 


nects, rivalling puts aſunder, that adore 
to- day, deteſt one another to-morrow, 


and, are giving the public continual ſcenes 
to excite either laughter or contempt. 


Rather chuſe your acquaintance among 
younger women, that are yet led by the 
D 6 inſtinct 
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inſtinct of natural goodneſs, than among 
thoſe hardened eoquets, rendered furious 
by the decline of their beauty, the diminu- 
tion of their admirers, and the e of 

being totally forſaken. | 
Women of this ſtamp, neceſſarily ade 
hor all thoſe whoſe natural bloom inſults 
their daub'd maſk 3 and puts the men, the 
leaſt clear- ſighted, in the way of making 
eompariſons to their diſadvantage. They 
cannot bear the mortifying proſpect of 
riſing charms, and artleſs graces ; they 
fall out with time; having loſt their vota- 
ries, look about for victims, and, being 
objects of love no longer, become objects of 
fear. Avoid them then, if you would not 
be expoſed to calumny and ſlanders af all 
kinds. Nothing is more to be dreaded than 
ſound pretenſions where rights are wanting. 
I am ſenſible of Monſ. de Syrce's faults; 
and never think of them hut with concern 
for you, and anger againſt him. He is 
blamed by all the world. Take care not 
to render him excuſable. Let your huſ- 
band bluſh for his on conduct, and ap- 
plaud 
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plaud yours. There ſeldom fails to come 
a time, when legitimate engagements re- 
cover their force; and all intereſts uniting 
the couple the moſt alienated, return to 
each other's embraces. Then, how will 
you enjoy your ſaerifices ! howW will you 
feel the ſatisfaction of never having broken 
your vows h. How: different will be your 
ſenſations from the woman's, who having 
forgot her obligations, has degraded her 
diguity, put herſelf in the power of a man 
who is happy j but, through her ſhame, 
and having forfeiteq all right to en 
of others, has ceaſed to value herſeifl 

My God! what are all the Wee en 
tions of a few diſſipated libertines? who, 
only conſider you as the mere; objects of 
their pleaſure; ; and / whom pleaſure nee 
fails to carry elſewhete when it preſents, 
itſelf, What can hold them? is it their, 
promiſes? they make a jeſt of them. Is, 
it your tears : they triumph in them; and 
we unſortunate creature they haſten to 
deſtruction. Soon eclipſes in theit eyes 
the n wretch they have already de- 

| ſtroyed. 
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ſtroyed, But methinks I feel myſelf grow 
angry utawares; and how I have launched 
fo far into this ugly ſubject, I know not; 
which, once more I ten you, dee noe 
Concern you. 

Give me news of your dear little ones; 
if their father neglects you, they are not 
cupable; love the innocent creatures, 
and inſpire them with early notions of 
virtue, Make their education your own 
employment; it is a duty in which you will 
find a thouſand ſweets. I would recall 
you}! my dear dbugliter, to thoſe touching 
and primicive functions, which the lazy 
dekeuey of our modern fine ladies aban- 
don. The leſſons of a mother are perfua- 
ſwe; it is the heart that gives them. 
Without doubt yen will have need of the 
rized with the parts of knowledge which 
our ſex is denied. Maſters muſt be ſought 
to form their underſtandings; but the cul. 
-tivation of their hearts ſhould be a _ 
PISA E HONG \ DILL 

"Wa 3. Adieu. Read letter e 
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Httle attention; remember that it comes 


from your tendereſt friend. Nothing ean 


inſpire me but a'wiſh to on erde 


TILT + wt? uk. Ii 
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From the Marehionefs de SypRCE to ter 
Frlend Madame BREVAL.” | 


it 31120 2131 on} 281 e 
70v kti6w my oa know 
my ſorrew, youTknow: thy repen 
a ee ſtronger 
than them al. Nen have been wätneſs to 
the weight: that hung upon my ſoul, thi 
paſſiore that diſtractedd it, the terrers that 
fled it, and my fatal re ſolve to adere the 
mum that has ufidone me tb my lateſt 
breath; for Whem I Would yet willingly: | 
eb obe, ne that poſſible. Well, ie is 
H the midſt of theſt arms, of theſe fears} 
of my ſelfar eproaches, and all the herrers 
of iy ſituation, that I live received a let. 
ter from my ttiother, which fills theres? 
Nite of my diſtreſs. L 101 8 eu 
Aetilo st I be- 
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I I believe ſhe ſuſpects nothing; ſhe ſeems, 
to:be,;yet.in the dark; but was ſhe in- 
ſtructed of all, I ſhould be leſs miſerable. 
It is her ſecurity that kill me; that drowns 
me in tears; and joins to the remorſe of 
my bag gh aach of. uarping an 
opinion, of which I am 1 Wor thy. Alas 
that kind friend, that reſpectable mother, 
is far from thinking chat 1 have & Gifled all 
the principles ſhe ſets before me; that I 
reſemble, the;|very; women-Jhe; deſpife 
She knows not that, I am already fal 
into the pit, from which the endeavours:to 
fave me; that her eunſels came too late 
that I have defied hem. beforehand, Every 
commendayon the, gives ng, plunges a po- 
niard in my; heart 5: andthe; moſt tender 
letter that eyer, was Mitten, isfHfoH me the: 
moſt, inſuppor table of puniſhments dl. 
Oh y friend; it is./2 dreadful thing 


Wn ww &| Mt, ow Ra 


= fo 


to know ones ſelf culpable and at the Wl . 
ſeme tine receive the RIS Mhixh ure jo 
only dus. to irtngt | 15:13,.a,xeettion 1L BN 


cannot dear; anal yet Lam not ſorry that it Wi . 
pains me; for I fatter „myſelf it is the 
20.1 feeling 
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feeling of an honeſt mind. Am I then, 
an I yet honeſt? "1999 15117 ter in 

But is it not hard that women ſhould 
be born to wage continual war, to live in 

a ſtate of laſting ſelf.denial? Should the 
weakeſt ereature be that which is expected 
to give examples of the greateſt ſtrength? 
When our hearts are inſulted, have they 
no right to repoſe themſelves with ſome 
object that will conſole them? Are we, 
then, but the ſport of Nr and the 
victims of nature? 

Perhaps I may be: ſelf. e im my 
opinion; but I would fain flatter myfelf,; 
that there can be no ſhame: where there is | 
tentiment; that ſtrong paſſions have theirt 
excuſe in their violence; and, that! the! 
pride of loving a meritorious man, makes 
full amends for the infidelity we commit 
againſt one that has proved himſelf un- 
worthy. If the Count de St! Albin is ſin- 
cere, then J have nothing with which I 
can reproach myſelf; it is his ingratĩtude 
alone can make me repent my confidence, 
and his inconſtancy alone that can render 

me 
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me vile. This is moſt certain, that I love 
him fmore than ever, At this moment, 
while I write to you, his picture is on one 
fide of me, and my mother's letter on the 
other. I weep. over the letter; but the 
picture I embrace a thouſand, thouſand 
times, and preſs it to my boſom, 
But I muſt haſten to have done; though 
I ſcarce know how, when I am chattering 
with yon. I feel myſelf greatly comforted 
in having thus unburthened my breaſt to 
you. I thought at firſt, Madame de Sans 
cerre's letter would made a ſtronger im- 
preſſion on me; and, at leaſt, altered my 
diſpoſition to the Count ſo far, as tu have 
made: me determine to ſee: him no more; 
but I find it is no ſuch thing: and fo you 
may perceive how the counſels of my beſt 
friends | ave likely to be heard. Yet I 
ſhould be ſorry to ſee my mother; for I 
know I ſhould not be able to ſupport her 
tenderneſs; and betray myſelf. But you 
will ſay, Why affect her? and that's true; , 
is: . ſo affectionate a mother; ſo tender ˖ 
| "= a friend ' i ; 
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4 friend! Would 1 could bs-orherwiſe 
than unworthy of herr 
P. 8. Tſhall expect your this! en 
The Count goes to Verſailles; and with- 
out wires Are 2 iff r r 
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From Mademolfelle HAMILTON to the 
Ie Count de Kr. Arzix. N 
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FEY ene 18 


Aber has ſent me an ee 
letter; but it has neither turned my 
brain, nor taken from me the ſſrengtk to 
write to yu. Another woman, they fay; 
engages you, and that you have abandoned 
me. I will net believe it. Anonymous 
friends are often ſeeret enemies. It is a 
ſnare ſpread for my love. In fine, my 
heart is not convinced; and therefore Ys 
falſehood is manifeſt,” © 0020655 

I carmot, however, help nrg . 
ed, that for ſome months paſt you have 
been neglectful and conſtrained! in your 
behaviour towards me; that your letters 
have 
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bave wanted] that touching ſimplicity, the 
mark of a heart intereſted in what it dic- 
tatesʒ and that you have been abſent 
longer, and oftener, than uſual. But fly 
odious ſuſpicions : I abjure them for ever 
If Heaven, the perſecutor of my infancy, 
if Heaven itſelf had decreed, that you 
ſhould be, one day or other, inconſtant, 
I defy even Heaven to render you falſe.; 
you would tell me my misſor tune; you 
would ſooner be eruel than perfidious ; 
and I ſhould thank you for it. It is better 
to periſh by a ſtroke” of thunder than a 
flow poiſon. Once wounded to death, I 
geſire to be out of my pains. In receiving 
my information from yburſelf, I ſhall, at 
leaſt, have one conſolation; I ſhall be the 
victim of ſincerity, which is a virtue. I 
ſhall ſtill find ſomewhat to praiſe yqu for; 
and, having not what we love, is it not 
a happineſs to die 
Lonce thonght you valued me above all 
things, becauſe you told me ſo; and till 
you tell me the contrary; I ſhall always 

oa * that proteſtation. But, at the 
5 ſame 
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ſame time, I am prepared for à reverſe. 
If it exiſts, open your heart to me read 
my ſentence. Let me repeat it, I call for 
death, and the truth. No involuntary 
careſſes, no deceitful kindneſſes; any thing 
rather thai an expreſſion your ſoul does 
not feel. Fear not on my part 3 the lit. 
tle paſſions of vulgar minds, the clamorous 
lamentations, the vain reproaches, with 
which weakneſs purſues ingratitude. Ac- 
quainted with-misfortunes from my cradle, 
I am exerciſed im it; and having felt with 
energy the charms of being loved, 0 can 
ſupport with courage 5 * 
ſo no lun ger l 
No doubt thĩs letter . 
ble of mind: come, and put an end to it. 
A word, a look will be ſuſſicient, either to 
reſtore me to my former happineſs, or ſet 
bounds to my anguiſn; where doubt is 
torture, certitude is a kind of eaſmQQ. 
I ſhall not pretend to ſay any thing in 
your favour, or what I deſerve; for what 
are deſerts to captivate love, which ſhould 
krow no obligations? Once: it is influ- 


9 enced 
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enced by them, its nature is changed, and 
we muſt calb it by ſoine other name, Force 
yourſelf, perſuade yourſelf, then, to no- 
thing. I will receive your love as a gift, 
not as a gratuity, a debt, or a charity. If 
you find ꝓleaſure in beſtowing it no nee 
only reſuſe ĩt r {| | 
arr or OUWIREFS 41 4 214131 amid. 
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Prom th Ebutt de Sr. Ars to the 

Chevalier de GERAC. nes 
£052 amps 94] % ene ir 71 grand 
* dear Chevalier, never was man 
more ſorry for having rejedted: the 
advice.of a friend, than I am; nor ever 
kad man more reaſon to be ſo, When 1 
the torments of my ꝑreſent ſituation. In 
purſuivg Madame de Syrce, I have gained 
the moſt lovely woman in the world, the 
moſt heayenly-; but there is my misfor- 
tune: Las miſled in my opinion of her; 


W She is nothing 
of 
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of what I imagined: and I have injured— 
but was I to deſeribe to you what I ſuffer, 
I am amn whey I de- 
ſerve! 

She has given me her heart. 1 ned 
it when I thought I was only practiſing 
upon her paſſions: but who, under all the 
appearance of levity, could expect to find 
the moſt tender and delicate mind, the 
moſt penetrating wit, the warmeſt imagin · 
ation, and the nobleſt ſentiments? I wiſh 
ſhe would renounce me. I vex her, I 
contradict her, I neglect her; I often hide 
from her the violence of my paſſion, in or- 
der to moderate her's; yet, was the to 
love me leſs, I believe I ſnould go diſtract. 
ed. Thus, while I am filled with remorſe, 
my heart reſolves to remain culpable; 
and I ſtrive to alienate, while I fear to loſe 
her. | * | | | 
T was with her yeſterday: + T found 
her ſad ; and ſurpriſed her two or three 
times with her eyes fixed upon me full of 
languor and melancholy. I endeavoured 
to raiſe her ſpirits; but my gaiety was 

falſe, 
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falſe, and the | could not catch it. All 1 
cold do, was to force from her one of 
thoſe vague and involuntary. ſmiles, which 
ſometimes efcapes even from pain jitſelf; 
but that did not impoſe upon me. 

-- Conceive my concern, my . agitation, 
my embarraſſment. But a few; hours be. 
fore I had received a letter from Hamil- 
ton, in wlüch ſhe accuſes me, (but in 2 
manner that has rouſed my conſcience, 
and ſet all her merit ſingularly before me) 
of having attached myſelf to another wo. 
man, and renonnced her. There is ſome- 
thing ſo uncommonly noble in the ſtile of 
her letter, that I ſend it to you-inclofed, 
So you will fee I undo two women, equally 
beautiful, intereſting, and eſtimable. I am 
linked to the cone by oaths, and all the 
principles of probity and honour':! the 
other attracts me, flatters me, charms me 
by her graces, her virtues, which, I had 


no idea of; in fine, by the inconceivable 
contraſt of what ſhe is, with what ſle 
] 


ſeemed to 4 She ae me free from 
= if -uetach 
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attachments, and abandons herſelf to me 
in a manner, inconceivable, | 

I know not what to do; I propoſe an 
hundred things, and follow nothing; and 
all this is owing to the counſels of a man 
I thought my friend. I was no libertine, 
nor likely to become ſuch, I was happy 
in rendering; happy the kind, amiable, and 
worthy creature I had choſen, I ſhould 
never have remarked, but for him, the 
dangerous object that has deſtroyed that 
felicity ; the object which I now adore, 
prefer to all; who has ſacrificed to me her 
duty, her reputation, the quiet and ſweets 
of her life; whom I injure in the ſtrongeſt 
ſenſe of the word, and for whom, at the 
ſame time, I would willingly periſh, 

But the anonymous letter ſent to Au- 
tucil, from whom could that come? could 
it be from the Duc de Clermont? Why 
not? Iam aſſured, by a perſon in whom 


ſhe puts confidence, that it is not long 


ſince he made, Hamilton propoſals of the 
moſt traitorous nature; and I know he 


took pains even to ſend emiſaries to the 
VoL. II. E houſe 
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houſe of the Marchioneſs, in order to de. 
ceive her about, me, while he was per. 
ſuading me that the was my mortal enemy, 
In a word, his character is ſuch” as you 
have formerly drawn it. He is a monſter, 
and Iowe him nothing. I even deteſt the 
ſervices he has done me. I am even glad 
to find. myſelf ungrateful. But how un- 
grateful? is it poſſible that a man like the 
Duc de Clermont « can confer an obliga- 
tion? | 

Write to me; give me your advice. 
| There may be ibarions more pitied than 
mine ; but few can be more painful. How 
T envy your happy tranquillity ! ſuch is 
the effects of prudence. Would I had 
been prudent! ENS 
; . * You talked the other ls of go- 
ing to the regiment : did you defign to 
leave town ſoon? Stay where you are, [ 
beſeech you; I take the matter on myſelf: 
the regiment may do without you; but ] 
cannot do without a friend. 
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From the Marchitnef de 'SYRGE to the 
| Ocunt de Sr. ALBIN. 


RE hows then es to throw 
me into deſpair? and will you never 
meg to what yon promiſe me? Muſt 1 
renounce all? Would you have my life ? 
Take it, it is yaurs; but if you liave not 
2 mind J fhould die a thouſand times over, 
lefs:ſevericy and more ãndulgence-. 
Cum you gramt me , Have I 
nebited! nothing? Ave you like thoſe who, 
while they are in expectation, promiſe 
more than is aſked 3 but, once gratified, 
refuſe even to acknowledge the favour 
they have received? Your treat me with 
ill nature; afid yet, fly out upon the leaſt 
reproach; Alas even my injuſtice ſhould 
meet with ſoine grains of allowance from 
you, Beſiges, is being ill- natured the way 
to correct me? When we have done 
wrong, we are ſorry for it; we make ex- 
E 2 cules, 
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cuſes, which, indeed, prove little; but 
a word is- ſufficient when it Is tender, and 
comes from the heart. 

Do you think you were in a ſuffcient 
ſpirit of contradiction yeſterday evening? 
Vour converſation diſpleaſed me exceed- 
ingly. Reaſon, you maintained, was the 
baſe of all the virtues. Reaſon! What 
a moral! it freezes; me. I would have 
my friends humane, liberal, juſt, indul- 
gent, ingenuous, without a ſhadow of 
reaſon. I would have the love of virtue 
the ſole motive to induce us to the prac- 
4 tice of it, the help of calculations 
[ or or ee I would. have people judge, 
act, patglon, oblige, through inclination, 
not principle ; and I would reject the gifts 
of the cold benefactor,” who ſerved me 
merely becauſe he ought. When you can 
feel my ſorrows, I ſhall think you worthy 
to relieve them. Ah'! my friend, believe 
me, if the Divinity was to deſcend among 
mortals, it is in the ſhape of ſenſibility he 
would deign to revealyhimſelf, 


Thoſe 


noſe 
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Thoſe privileged beings who know no- 


thing but their natural enthuſiaſm, are, 


in my eyes, a thouſand times more worthy 
than the methodical reaſoners, who are 
virtuous through ſhame, through fear, 
through. pride, or by ſyſtem. Ihe one 
is a ſterile ground, which produces no- 
thing but by the for ce of culture; the 
other a land, which human care has never 
wrought, but, good in itſelf, will continue 
to the laſt. The man of probity, doing 
good by inſtinct, only aſtoniſhed at people's 
admiring it; who is, without witneſſes of 
his actions, without hope of recompence, 
without ſtudy, without oſtentation, phi- 
loſophers of all ages! There is my hero. 
Nature preſents you with virtue itſelf; 

reaſon can, at moſt, but 17205 you its 
image. 


Ibis is my way of thinking; and 1 am 


very glad of having expanded my heart 


at the expence of your wit, But a propos! 
I thought you a little abſent yeſterday, 
with all your fine diſcourſe. What ailed 
you? Venture to tell me; for I am afraid 
MY”: to 
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to aſk, Forgive my moral diſſertation, 
and come to me early, Adieu. Love 
your * your friend ; ; who 2 11 
for you. | M1211 9311 
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From the Marchionefs de | Sy RCE to the 
Count de ST, ALBIN, 19 fl 


ſhall be ſo then; I had ef to 
eorn pki of; or, if the injury was te 
ſeverely felt not to be real, I pardon ie. 
Will chat fatisfy you ? When you eame 
yeſterday, I was in the moſt profound hea- 
vineſs ; but you ſoon put an end to my 
grief; an inconceivable charm ſpr ead a 
brightneſs round me; and my ſoul, in fly. 
ing towards you, grew leſs ſad, as it be- 
came more agitated. Ah! ir true fenti- 
ment ſpeaks 1 to you m my favour, if a love 
the moſt tender has any right to you, 
ſpare me pains which I cannot ſupport! 
The leaft negligence will kill me. 


* . How 


W 
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How far are you from reſembling me 
Conſider, Cruel, conſider, that all has dif. 


appeared to my eyes ; there is for me in 
nature but the man I love; and I ſhould- . 


ceaſe to count. myſelf for frees was 


L little to him. Manage my ſenſibility 
then, and fear to lacerate a boſum, where” 
every thing is your own. My head (not · 
withſtanding what you ſay in one of your 
letters) is not the ſource of my inquie 
tudes; they come from my heart. My 
imagination may fomerimes draw me into 
dangerous indiſcretions ; but when grieve, 
tis in the very fountain of life. 

Alone at preſent, retired in wy apart. 
ment, far from others, near you, I know 
not. whether my .pangs (which I ant far 
from having told you in their extent) [ 
know not, I ſay, whether my ſecret ſuf. 
rings augment not my love. May they 
be prejudicial only to myſelf! Immortal 
and ſupreme Diſpoſer of all things, pardon 
the diſtractions of a loſt woman, wha of- 
fends you againſt her will; who reveres 
your den. and ſtands in need of it; 

1 E 4 5 who | 
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who adores you in one of your moſt per. 
fet works! Oh Heavens! if my paſſion 
de a crime, leave me in my uneaſineſs, 
leave me in my doubts ; compleat not my 
perdition, by opening my eyes! Nr 
Deareſt friend, ſince jove makes not 
the happineſs of life, where can we hope 
to find it? I am horribly dejected. I tire 
you; but what will you have? I am na. 
turally ſincere ; I pour out my ſoul; I 
pour it into yours; and that comforts me. 
Why can I not follow my heart? Why 
are we not always with thoſe we love? 
Do you feel, like me, the torment of 
conſtraint, the weariſomeneſs of abſence ? ? 
the impatience of return? "that emotion 
which happineſs changes. into tranſport, 
and the Janguiſhment, yet more delightful, 
that ſucceeds ? Go, then; vex me if you 
wilt; T hall find a pleaſure i in dying of 
wy vexation, But you are too good, too 
generous, too tender, and t oo honeſt, to 
deceive. MTS + 7. 354 3 24 if 
Deceive ! how have I mentioned that 
odious word? Could yon adopt the bar- 
KS, 6 HTO "wn 
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barous ſyſtem of thoſe men who are not 
worthy, to approach. you ; of thoſe deſpi- 
cable men, who, inſenſible to love as to 
morality .. . . but let me not proceed; 
you know Who I; would paint. And, after 
all, what do the wretches enjoy ? Thoſe 
ſoft impreſſions, ſo precious to ſenſible 
hearts, the voluptuous union of two ten- 
der minds, that are all in all to each other, 
the inexplicable charm which. poſſeſſes 
them? No, of all this they are ignorant; 
they carry qvarywhars indifferently their 
tion of rows; 3 nor the evil that re- 
ſults from their ſcandalous pleaſures. cla 
Leave, leave, my friend, fuch contrafted 
ſouls to, their ſickneſs of themſelves; and 
never ſtain the'dignity, of yours. Women 
are a portion of ſociety, which baſeneſs 
and pride at once make a glory of abuſing, 
View from on high that inhuman cuſtom, 
W eue EVE to 1 to ĩt. 
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T know what it will coſt you; but what is 
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From the " Ebeyalier de GERAC to the 
Count de Sr, ALBIN, ? 


8 „ counfels wclefs, 
L held my tongue; for wat ceuld 
J have faid to yen? WII 2 
hear? I fuffered much in contemplating 
the anguiſh you were preparing for 'your- 
ſelf. I even foreſiw, when you were far 
from having any idea of is : but courage 
ſneuld never forſake us; an this k Ss 
time to uſe yours. | 
: ee have been weak; us) you lter 
Let the energy of your mind re. 
Fl ne, You are ſuſcep- 


A tible of heroifin, whatever the world may 


think, There is more ways chan one of 
a hero. Conquer yourfelf. This 
occaſiort calls upon you to collect your 
force ; and the idea of a generous action 
ought to be ſeized as ſoon as it is perceived. 


the 


8 
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the ſacrifice that does us no violence?“ 
and perhaps there are not any pains which 
the eſteem of ourſelves does not recom- 
pence, 


Jou are engaged to the lady at Jae 
by a folemn promiſe z that promiſe was 


free, nobody compelled you to it; and 
though, perhaps, indiſcreet, it is not 7 


inviolable. I will even go farther; 


more ſecret it was, the more Puck Tan you 
ought to hold it, (as I have told you once 

before; ) and Mademoiſelle Hamilton hav- 
ing no. claim but ſuch. as you judge proper 
to allow, the more you ought to reſpect | 
her titles. In invalidating chem, preju- 
dice ſet aſide, it is yourſelf you diſbonour, 
and not her. Inſtead, then, of breaking 


a union, which you, were induſtrieus to 


form, draw it yet cloſer: this is the 
moment. Save. yourſelf ; in the arms of 
your firſt attachment. 


Ijudge you, as I judge g andere 


all men together of a; contrary opinion, 


convinced of 'tlie rectitude of mine, I 


would not retract it. But you wilh ſay, 


E 6 you 


7 
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you muſt; then, forſake Madame de Syrex | 
Forſake who? a married woman ! with 


whom your connection was - unthinkingly 


5 and cannot be continued without 
ending in her eminent diſhonour : for 
obſerve, it is upon the infraction of all 
her duties, you found your happineſs with 
Madame de Syrce; in forſaking her, then, 
you ſhew her the moſt perfect mark of 
your regard. Beſides, are either of you 
bappy? Do not all your pleaſures come 


to you, poiſoned with apprehenſion and 
Temorſe? Is not your very letter, the 


deſcription you gave me of her aud your- 
ſelf, a proof of it? r n 

I, however, through an ohactantuable 
infatuation, yon ſhould be ſo ſtrongly wed- 
ded to thoſe bitter ſweets as not to be able 
inquiſh them; if your paſſion for 


your former miſtreſs is, ſo totally. raviſhed 


from your heart, as to be. paſt recall; I 
think you, at leaſt, owe her the ſatisfac - 
tion ſhe demands in her letter, (a letter 
which you very juſtly ſtyle noble, and I 
baye read with Fane admiration.) I 

3:1 p think 
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think you ought not to ſuffer her to de- 
ceive herſelf; but, as ſhe continues her 
connection with you, in the ſuppoſition 
that you continue to love her, you ought 
to declare frankly how matters are, and 
that you continue to love her no longer. 
The manner in which you met, the foot- 
ing you are upon, require you to treat 
her with diſtinction. As for the” other 
lady, if ſhe is the character you deſcribe, 
and I am willing to believe, the cannot 
but approve a generous conduct by a wo- 
man who is like herſelf muerte; „ and 
not ſo much to blame 

I know there are a certain ſort of peo- 
ple, who would exclaim upon this NED 
with a degree of contempt, and cry, 
“% What a fuſs is here about an intrigue ! 
« jet it end as it began. Of what mighty 
* conſequence is an affair with a woman, 

that it requires ſo much advice, ſo 
much management?” but if thoſe peo- 


ple would but conſider for a moment, they 


would find, that this trifling affair is to a 
woman a matter of the greateſt conſe." 
quence 
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quence in the world; and nothing but a 
want of. humanity, and a diſregard of all 
the moral virtues, can make us think it 
. after ſuch a reflection. 
To conclude, my dear Colonel, 1. am 
more and more convinced, from every 
ſtep L take in life, that true ſelicity is in- 
ſeparable from morality. In endeavour- 
ing to draw our pleaſures from any other 
fonrce, they come falſe and unquiet; and 
I compare them. to thoſe torrents which 
xuſh:doww rocks, and loſe themſelves di- 
vectly in marſhes and quagmir es. It is 
only in opening our hearts to the charms 
of a legitimate love, in giving ourſelves 
intirebp to an object, who is free to accept 
che donation, that we can taſte that ſweet- 
eſt of puſſions in its perfection. Fix our 
happineſs, and we OY know whens to 
find'ir, 
I by no means nn your reſent- 
ment againſt the Due. Is ſuch a man 
worth your anger? If he was but a fool, 


perhaps we onght to pity him; but he is 
at once fly and miſchie vous: contempt, 
then, 
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then, is what he deſerves ; and contempt 
is always calm. It, is the vengeance of 
ſuperiority, The arms of hatred are 
within reach of all the world; but why 
hate, when, we can revenge. ourſelves 
better, and ſuffer leſs? You rate the 
Duke at his juſt value, and he is puniſhed: 


1 found nothing for you, but his maſks; 


that is fallen off, and the -wretch is de- 
fenceleſs. 

Adieu. May 90 voice of big 
reach your heart, aud waken there all the 
ſentiments worthy of its owner! 


: 
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From the Count de ST, Als ix to the 
* Chevalier de Abe. wy 


+14 4 


—— 


15 Hap a "w_ to voll or advice; add 
write to Hamilton; but could not at 
laſt have reſolution to do it. My hands 
trembled; tears filled my eyes, and T let 
fall the pen. Tktow not what's the mat- 
ter with me. I am à real object of pity. 
The more T adore Madame de Syrcs, the 
more I am angry with myſelf; and ſhe is 
far from ſuſpecting the motive of my ill. 
humour. I write to her no more; I will 
write to her no more ; and I will endea- 
vour to ſee her ſeldomer. I feel the juſ- 
tice of every thing you ſay in your letter. 
My reaſon approves, though my paſſions 
condemn. I know not which will prove 


the ſtrongeſt ; but I am E to put 
them to the den. 


L E T. 
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LETTER LXIII. 


From the Marchioneſs de 22 1 the 
| _ Count de ST;  ALBIN.. 


92) ISOAT9}S 1/3 
Ivar 8 hed en to write to you. 
Why are not you underthe ſame neceſ · 
ſity with regard to me? Whence comes it? 
Happineſs lies in the exceſs of ſentiment. 
A reaſonable lover is but a friend. I adore 
you ; and yet would fly you to the end of 
the world, if le pA IGG 
dent attachment con. 
Forgive me, if, in our 8 . 
terday, my vexation got looſe. I had 
chained it up for ſeveral days. Vou ap- 
peared cold to me, and I was on the rack. 
Pity me, if nature has given me a toofeel · 
ing heart. Be no more offended at my 
fears. Ought their motive to diſpleaſe 
you? Will you have it a erime in me to 
love you beyond my force? Condeſcend to 
be gentler, and encourage your miſtreſs 
wich more tenderneſs. Vou have nothing 
to 


DELICATE CRIMES 


to reproach her with, but that. the alarms 
herſelf too. eaſily. 5 

Imagine me not unreaſonable. 1 ſcek 
no empire over you, but that of affection, 
In my own. paſſion, I make no calculations ; ; 
but blindly obey the ſpontaneous dictates 
of my heart. Perhaps I ſhould pleaſe you 
more, if I had put more fue in my con- 
duct. Nou are acquainted with all, my 

faules: I have not hid one of them from 

you. Naver will pride either ſtop my 
tears, or make them flow. I ſhould ſup- 
port with courage, wich haughtineſs, with 
inſolence perhaps, a change of fortune; 
lu the e 1 has des the better 
of me. 101 

What S 8 kay 
you would invent, if you were forced to 
renounce me? Is there another magic but 
love) And do you think I could live a mo- 
ment without yours? This expreſſion in 
your letter has made me melancholy. Write 
to me that you love me; tliat you will love 
me always; and write to me ſo without 


ceaſing. * N * $1*% 4 N Wr * 
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My dear friend, your letters in your 
abſence are your repreſentatives, I put 
them on my heart. I ſometimes ſcold, and 
always adore them. Thoſe that are fri- 
gid make me ſigh 5 but not regret. hat T 
have done for you. Evetr when you aftlict 
me, it is myſelf I accuſe, who have not the 
way ſufficiently tepleaſe, Good God! why 
cannot I give you more? Why cannot I 
give. yon every day new proefs. of what 
every day; I feel ſtrenger and ſtronger? 

But to return to my complaints, or ra- 
ther my prayers, Spare me, I beſeech you, 


theſe mquietudes which make me weep 


in the night, and out of temper” in the 
morning When I wake, Some of your 
anſwers to my letters! are fo dry! well 
then, I put them towards the fire, and am 
frightened: out of my wits leſt the flame 
ſhould catch them; and then I kiſs them, 
and read them over again, and lock them 
up as W 9 nn 
pain. 

Tama fool. | Am Ine?” We are all lo 
when we love. Don't forget we are to 

. | ſup 
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ſap together. I hate the world without 
yon, and am never well but where you 
are. There then is an end of the chime- 
ras of imagination. I have no more. yague 
deſires. I am no longer at à loſs to know 
what d . "You have. we all. 


LETTER Ixiv. 


ron che Marchioneſs de nen 800 
12 Count Je r. W 1 | 


T Hare love, art i” "ny it end my 

heart; and myſelf more than all. Why, 
when Wed to pleaſe me, did you not 
ſhew yourſelf to me ſuehl as you really are? 
I ſhould at preſent have leſs to reproach 
you with: It was to your ſentiment alone 
I thought I yielded; and if you had given 
me arms againſt you, I ſhould; have found 
ſtrength againſt myſelf. Lou, who I have 
made my god! but my heart has deceived 
me; I renounce you: I ought not, Iwill 
not love you any er I will, if it be 
ee aeg vou. 


Ah! 
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Ah!] rather unfortunate by your means, 
(and more, unfortunate than you will be- 
lieve) Iet me hate the onl pleaſure no-) 
left me; the, pleaſure of wee ping in your 
arms the loſs of my quiet ; but never your 
abſence, What would become of me far 
from you? You don't know me; if -you 


did, you would treat me with more bum. 


nity; and not ſuſſer three, days to paſs 
without our meeting. You would not ſup 
with Madame de Themines; and, above 
all, make a myſtery, of it to me. 

What a letter is this I write yu But 
why ſhould: I hide from you what 1 feel ? 
Better be accuſed of injuſtice than falſe, 
hood. Read it; anſwer it. Tellme Iam 
wrong, and endeavour to perſuade me that 
I am ſo. My happineſs depends upon that 
opinion. Prove to me; prove to me that 
I deceive myſelf. One of us is to blame. 


My heart tells me it is not I; res 1 


weep, it ant be you. 


7 * , 1717 : x i b N * 
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Fra Madame de Syner is the Cotte ca 
St. Ar * 
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C a Home, artd did not find "OP Your 

name even as hot wit upbn ty Aff. 
Tam Half dead, and I wim 1 was wholdly. 
For you, be happy; be ahvays G. Fou, 
for whem I would a thouſand times give 
my life. It wilt not now be long. What 
ſnould T do with it? The man I love neg- 
lects me. My approaching end is the only 
ſalve of iy pains, They eunnot be mug 
mented; but T pardom you. Ay" . 
never feel the K 

— . fer Wickeitimss Bring 


with you fly” pickure; my letters j or ra 


ther Keep them. - Yon may ſometimes be 
tempted to look over the exprefſions of 
my tenderneſs, which will redall me to 
your memory, and you will not hate my 
image. I attempt not to reproach you: I 
hure no right. Why ſhould my inclina- 


tion 
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tion tie you? You were attached to me 
only by your on; and, if it is inſtinct, it 
is juſt that you ſhould no longer conſider 
me as any thing. The faith of lovers is 
voluntary: every one knows the oaths of 
love have no force; to build upon them 
then would be folly ; they are ſacred only 
while the obligation is felt; and the matl- 
man that promiſes, and the wretch that 
believes, equally abuſe each other. 
I can no longer doubt of it: fome one 
elſe engages you; ſome other happier wo. 
and at what time! But it is enough, With. 
out comfort from you, without hope in 
myſelf, my ſoul is prepared for the worſt 
that can happen. I have but one thing to 
beg, that you will confirm to me, by a few 
lines, what your conduct gives me ſo 
much reaſon to- apprehend; — whether a 
change ſo ſudden ſprings from my fault or 
yours. I only complain of fate, and exact 
nothing of yon but {Inverity;- Fear not 
to give me pain; fear only to deceive me 
and yourſelf, Conſult your heart, and 
then 
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then tell me all without diſguiſe : hide not 
from me the leaſt circumſtance. It is in 
my ſenſibility alone confiſts my. penetra- 
tion; and nothing poſſible eſcapes my iina- 
omen | 

It is poſſible that the impatience to ob- 


tain what you wiſhed for, in preventing 
you too much in my favour, lent me charms 


in your eyes, which my weakneſs has ſince 


robbed me of: your heart, or your imagi- 
nation, ſhut at that time, whether to my 
imperfections, or the graces of others, 
may fince have opened without your con- 
ent. Your politeneſs, your judgement 
perhaps, may ſtill incline you to think 
well of me; but I am undone, if you are 
obliged to have recourſe to either, In 
ſhort, how can I tell but you may have 
regrets? But rather let me loſe you for 
ever, than pain you a moment. Ves, I 
forego, I releaſe you. Yet, let me re. 
| peat; if after all I have done, if after all 
have ſuffered, you muſt ſtill abandon, me, 
(for-I'ſhall be willing to think. it a fatality) 
ſometimes, at leaſt, remember the marks 


of 


n es. 
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of the moſt tender paſſion,-the melancholy 
conſequences of which | 

; es. Eo, 

a To-morrow I will bid you farewell Pike 
nally. . . . . They tell me I have got 
a fever: ſo much the better, 
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s LETTER Lxvr. 

8 . 

i. From the Marchioneſs de nen to o her 
y Friend e en BREVAL. 

5, 

ne Of” to me the arms of Friendſhip z 
at let me hide my tears in your boſom. 


1k I dare not turn my eyes upon: myſelf, I 
re fear even to ſee the light; and bluſh be- 
In forehand at the dreadful ſecret: I propoſe 
ve to communicate to you. Alas ! my friend, 
or in vain I abuſed my own.credulity, in vain 
II diſtracted myſelf upon the motive of 
re- WH my doubts. They are at laſt replaced by a 
11 frightful truth, which I dreaded more 
ne, than death. Where ſhall I fly? who will 
ty) receive me? Methinks my erime is pub- 
rks limed everywhere. Unfortunate wretch! 
of Vol. II. F My 


8 DELICATE CRIMES. 


My ſighs choak.me : I am drowned in 
tears : I ſcarce ſee what I write, You 
underſtand me; you know what I would 
ſay. Your unhappy friend is loſt. 

* Lam—oh Heavens! how ſhall I expreſs 


my misfortune? Duty, fame, repoſe, de- 


cency ; I have braved all, ſacrificed all, 
forgot all. And I love without return 
The man that has undone, diſdains to re- 
gard, diſdains to comfort me, He aban. 
dons me, betrays me no doubt ; nay, per- 
haps hates me : and at the inſtant of his 
falſehood, his indifference, his cruelty, I 
carry about the ſhameful pledge of my cre- 


dulity, his artifice, and our mutual crime. 
At length you know it; and there, my 


friend, is the cauſe of that profound ſad- 
neſs, of which you have for ſome time 
ſought the reaſon. 


What will become of me? Bun you 


yourſelf muſt regret me no-. Lou can 
pretend to ſee me no more; and I ſhall he 
the outcaſt of ſociety. How, then, ſhall I 


ſuſtain the reproaches of an injured huſ- 


band? the tears of an unhappy and be- 
loved 


ved 
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loved mother? My head turns; a miſt 
gathers round me; all appears a horrid 
chaos; I ſee nothing 3 but diſ- 
honour. — | 
However, I ubmit to it; for! Heaven 
forbid that, vile as I am, I ſhould endea- 
vour to eſcape, by overturning all the 
laws of nature! No; rather let me be 
an object of contempt for an unjuſt world, 
than of horror to myſelf. What is ſname, 
when put in the balance againſt a crime? 
I embrace the one, to ſave me from the 
other; and perhaps, in this inſtance; in- 
famy is honourable. Vet, would you be- 
lieve it? On finding my ſituation, my firſt 
thoughts were Oh! Author of all mercy, 
look down upon, pity, and forgive me. 
I will tell you more. Had net, for 
two years paſt, the irregular conduct of 


Monſieur de Syreè obliged me to break all 


degree of intimacy with him, I would not 
have the baſeneſs to cover my fault at the 
expence of our children. I would not give 
their name to the creature which will 
Mie depoſe againſt me; and expoſe my 
| F 2 Weak- 
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weakneſs, without rendering me more 
criminal. Unfortunate being ! branded 
with infamy from your firſt entrance into 
the world, and condemned to it even in 
the womb of your mother ! that wretched 
mother will {till do her duty by you; ſhe 
will at leaſt render you to life; the only 
benefit. you have to expect from her. 

It is reſolved then : I put myſelf into 
the hands of Providence; and will ſup- 
port, with courage, the afflictions he ſhall 
pleaſe to load me with. Nothing terrifies 
me but the conſciouſneſs of deſerving his 
wrath, For, -oh 1; my friend, you know 
not how far my frenzy goes. Amidſt all 
my misfortunes, I forgive the fatal cauſe 
of them. His excuſe is in my heart, on 
my lips; I abhor myſelf, without re- 
proaching hin. Nay, amidit all my grief 
methinks the firſt is his inconſtancy. Yes, 
it is that I cannot ſuffer ; it is that; the 
bare thought of which freezes my blood, 
and ſinks my heart within me. The bar- 
barian! What an inſtant has he made 

choice of to leave me to myſelf! Yet 
| e 
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let me not force you to judge him with 
too much rigour. He knows not my fitu- 
ation; and that renders him lefs cul- 
pable. He ſhall never know it, if I can 
help it; I will have none of his commi- 
ſerations. I renounce beforehand all the 
cares that humanity can offer me; for 
which I would not even return chan to 
love. But what is it, more than all the 
reſt, that engages me to this painful part? 
Is it not the ſatisfaction to have yet ſome 
appearance to excuſe my undoer ? Les; 
and I will believe, if he was acquainted - 
with the condition I am in, breaking 
through all the allurements he may have 
elſewhere, he 1 * to n to com- 
fort me. c 
Here is company wiow's I eannot refuſe 
to ſee; and I ſhall be obliged to ſhew a 
ſerene-countenance, while death is in my 
ſoul. I cannot finiſh my letter; as I de- 
fired. My faithful Sophy takes it to you. 
Poor creature !' ſhe loves me tenderly, 
and her affection adds to my grief. I 
tremble every time ſhe looks at me. I 
| 7 3g have 
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have not dared to tell her my ſecret ; and 
there is another conſolation, of which 1 
deprive myſelf : but what conſolation 
ſhould there be for mel. Heaven is 
Jn 6% Salo ir TI 
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From the Marchioneſs de SyRce, to her 
| Fun — BREVAT. 


H er Nap 1 read? my very „ foul 
is moved. My friend, my tender 
friend, your letter is a; cordial. It is 
ſteept in your tears; I have covered it 
againſt me; and a ray of joy even ſtill 
penetrates the melancholy that everſha- 
dows me. I will come and ſee you; I will 
come this evening. You will have pity 
on me; and, in ſpite of all the horror of 
my fate, I ſhall find eaſe in your embraces. 
How thank! how I love you! 


L E T. 
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From the Count de Sr. ALBIN to the 


Marchioneſs de SyRcE. 


VO tell me you have a fever: would 
I could take it from you. Let it 
ſeize me; it is I, and I alone, it ought to 
conſune. Your agitation, your trouble, 
has thrown you into it; and that is all 
owing to me. Yet do not ſuppoſe that 1 
am well, The days that I have paſſed 
without ſeeing you, have been days of 
torture. Sleep has been a ſtranger to my 


eyes almoſt ever ſinee: but, alas] the 


more I love you, the more I am blame- 
able. | TH 
For Heaven's ſake, no interrogations 
upon what I write to you; you ſhall know 
all ; but the time is not yet come, Only - 
of this be ſatisfied ; I love, I can love no- 
body but you. I tell it, I ſwear it to you, 
by all that is juſt and true, by that honour 
which 'is yet ſacred to me, God forbid 
F 4 I ſhould 
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I ſhould be capable of change. No; was 
I forced to chuſe between death or ano. 
ther love, I would not exiſt till to- mor- 
row. My joy, my blefling, my fate! I 
renounce every thing but you. 

You muſt pardon the diſtraction of my 
ſtyle; it comes from my heart. But the 
greateſt .of my miſeries is, to be loaded 
with-your reproaches, and not to be able 
to queſtion your juſtice. Tell me, then, 
is: this love? are "theſe the abomin- 
able effects, which the choiceſt gift of the 
Divinity produces? Violence and remorſe 
on one ſide; grief and deſpair on the 


other! Yet, have I not been barbarous, 


to coſt her I love a tear? Periſh the 
world before ſhe theds another! | 

I fly to throw myſelf at your feet, to 
aſk your pardon; and be guilty of any 
| Nader R 
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From the Marchioneſs de 8 v R CF, to the 
Count de St. ALBIN, 


7 OUR letter has melted me into tears. 
Merciful Heaven! what is this miſ- 
tery which you conceal from me, and on 
which you will not have me aſk. you any 
queſtions ? Do you ſtudy to be cruel? 
and will you make me ſuffer, if poſſible, 
more from the apprehenſion of it, than from 
the real evil? I know not what to think, 
nor what I can have yet to fear, But 
tell me, tell me all, T conjure you. Shew 
me, at once, this horror in its moſt fright- 
ful ſhape. Let me not die by the ſtrength 
of imagination... 'F expect your anſwer 
before I ſee you; it may decide a great 
deal, 
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From the Marchioneſs de SyRce, to the 
Count de Sr. ALBIN. 


TJ OW tender, how comforting is the 

1 J leiter you have writ me! I have 
kiſſed it a thouſand times. Vet you for- 
got to tell, what I aſked of you yeſterday 
with ſuch earneſtneſs. Oh! this ſecret, 
this ſecret, which you ſo obſtinately per- 
{iſt to conceal from me, what can it be? 
Doubt is cruel, when we fear every 
thing; when the imagination creates mon- 
ſters, and the heart trembles before them. 
: However, I would fain lull myſelf into 

tranquillity, . and therefore I believe all 

you ſay. Vet if aſſiduity, your profeſ- 
ſions, ſhould be more the effect of pity, 
of any thing than real unextinguiſhable 
love, I ſhould deteſt them. Let me repeat 
it, if you only conſider me in what you 
do, expect nothing from my gratitude, [I 
can be touched by no marks of your ten- 
| 8 derneſs, 
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derneſs, in which your own happinels is 
not ſolely concerned. But you love me, 
I may depend upon it. .You love only me 
in the world; and it is not complaiſance 
that makes you ſay ſo; the avowal ſprings 
from your heart? 

Surely the man that makes a 3 


of deceiving women, is to be lamented; 


and how ſhould he not? Perſecuted by 
thoſe he afflicts, he is attracted by one, re- 


tained by another; ſcolded here, tyranniz- 


ed there; and ſuſpected everywhere. He 


goes on, ſcattering, miſery and conſuſion; 
till his arts loſe their dangerous efficacy, 


and he becomes too well. known to do 
miſchief any longer. 15 

Candour then, my friend, and. inge- 
nuity. Without thoſe, you render others 
unhappy, and make yourſelf ſo too. What 
you cauſe is a contagion ; you give love, 
rather than inſpire it. Your enjoyments - 
are imperfect; and you quickly forfeit the 
empire you have gained. over the moſt 
tender hearts, 


F6 | A man's. 
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A man's great happineſs ſhould be to 
be able to ſay to himſelf, I make what 1 
love happy. I am all to the being that is 
all to me. I reign in a ſenſible mind; and 
have the ſatisfaction to know I ſhall never 
<ither grieve, or cool its ardor, Theſe 
are the pleaſures worthy of you ; not the 
groſs and vile ſatisfactions of a moment, 
bought at the expence of a feeble wretch's 
peace and reputation ; at the expence of 
your own honour and humanity, 

Adieu! But once more this ſecret, this 
inquieting ſecret! I rely upon your 
promiſe, and expect you will fulfil it. I 
have ſecrets too, alas! but not ſo eaſy to 
conceal, | | 
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LETTER LXIX. 
From the Marchioneſs de Sy RE to her 
Friend Madame BREv AL. 


| {regions again, He is not to blame, 
my friend; it is only I am in fault, and . 
yet you hate, you deſpiſe him. Indeed, I 
muſt keep my mind to myſelf, if what I ſay 
to you has theſe conſequences. But re- 
ſtore him your eſteem, I deſire ; and, if 
any one of us muſt ſuffer, rather take it 
from me, who have leſs right to it. 

He is faithful; he has been always ſo; 
and my ſuſpicions were as unjuſt as they 
have been ſevere. But after all, was he 
otherwiſe, no body would have been 
guilty but I, who had given him too much 
Teaſon to change. I was captions, hu- 
mourſome ; teazed him with my jealouſies, 
and I ought to Endeavour to make him 
amends by having more confidence, more 
attachment; loving him better, if poſſible, 
than ever. But is that poſſible 2 Why, I 
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think it is; and, if I can judge of my 
heart at this moment, it never before felt 
ſenſations fo powerful. For it is not ſuffi. 
cient in deſtroying my fears and my doubts 
to have ſoftened my ſorrows, and ſoothed 
even the horrors of my ſituation ; but he 
has made me abſolutely forget them. 

To ſum up all in a few words. In aſſur- 
ing me of his tenderneſs, he has ſhut my 
eyes to every ching. I have . dared. to 
think myſelf happy, and even to tell him 
1 am ſo, for I had not the heart to diſco: 
ver to him what muſt ſhortly deſtroy me. 
I knew it would afflict him; and would you 
believe, my friend, that: I now tremble 
more for him .than for. myſelf! He muſt 
know it in the end. Well, let him, when 
he can be ignorant of it no longer. But 
why advance the evil? Since it cannot 
be avoided, he can never be a e 
with it too late. 

My condition, horrible as it is, is fal 
* pledge of our union; and, as ſuch, 
with all its inevitable, frightful conſe- 
n, has ſomething in it that ren- 

gers 
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ders it dear to me. What then is this 
imperious aſcendant, this inexplicable ma- 
gic, this ſtrange power of love, which 
changes our pains into pleaſures, rouſes 
courage in the heart of weakneſs, places 


glory by the ſide of misfortune, ennobles 


defeat, the forgetfulneſs of ourſelves and 
the world; . and makes danger, miſery, 
ſhame, and deſpair, ſo many enjoyments? 
How is it, that under the weight of woe, 


and under the yet more terrible preſſure 


of crimes, I can till ſay I am rags be- 
cauſe I am loved? 
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LETTER LXX. 


| r rom as Marchioneſs de Sy RCE, to the 
Count de ST. ALB IN. | 


ELL, come, tet us tefitine then 
that agitation of love which makes 

the misfortune, the inquietude, and the 
charm of life. Let us reſume its trou- 
bles, its diſorders, its weakneſſes, even 


its tendencies to injuſtice. Ceaſe to com- 


plain of mine: the more profound our 
paſſion is, the deeper we are wounded, 
by not finding from the preferred object, 
the return which we merit, the price of 
of our kindneſs, our ſacrifices ; the canſo- 
lation of our injuries ; a tranſport equal 

to our woe. | | | 
I confeſs I trembled, I feared ; (and 
you had given me reaſon) that I was not 
as neceſſary to you as you are to me. But 
I was far from telling you all the terrors 
annexed to that idea, and the violence of 
the anguiſh which it cauſed me. The re- 
flection 


DELICATE CRIMES ng 


flections which enſued, I took for calm of 
mind, and applauded myſelf upon it ; but 
that calm was but lazineſs of ſpirits, and I 
ſoon found deſpair was at the bottom 


of it. I neither boaſted of a vain courage, 


nor a falſe tranquillity. I did not deceive 
you, though I had deceived myſelf ; but 
love reclaims its rights: 1 render you 
your's, and I hope I ſhall have no reaſon 
to repent, 

Ah! take pity on your fooliſh miſtreſs; 
ſuch I am, and ſuch ſhall I always be. I 
underſtand nothing of your peaceable paſ- 
ſions. I love you with exceſs ; and how 
ſhould I keep my reaſon ? I have it not; I 
will have nothing to do with it; and I 
ſhould be ſorry if it returned to me. We 


ſhould both looſe. You would ſearch in 


vain for the true marks of my love ; you 


would regret my unreaſonableneſs, my ex- 


travagance, the flights of my head, the 
flaſhes of my heart. You would be loved 
languidly ; I ſhould forgive you every 
thing, feel nothing; you would be no 

longer 
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longer happy; I ſhould be revenged, and 
then my misfortune would be compleat. 
But away with thoſe mortifying images! 
Me are again friends; we are again lo. 
vers; and while we are ſo, what that's Gif: 
agreeable can affect us? It is the attribute 
of love to diſarm the malice of fortune; 


ſhe may ſtrike, but we are wrapt in hap- 


pineſs too ſubſtantial to feel the. ſtroke . 
ſhe may deprive, ſhe may inflict; but our 
ſole treaſure being in our hearts, no out. 
ward efforts can reach it, and we ſhall 
enjoy it even in death. * te | 
Thus you ſee the power you have over 
me. I am at once whatever you would 
make me. I never was abſolute; : bur 1 
was independent; now and then, perhaps, 
a little attached to my fancies. I am fo 
how ; or, perhaps, Tam more ſo now than 
ever; for my only deſire is to pleaſe you. 
Oh! what a ſoft, what a raviſfüng ſatis. 
faction to ſubmit our will to thoſe we 
love! We ſee only with their eyes to have 
no ſoul, no ſenſes, but what they give us, 
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LETTER LXXI. 


rom Madame . to 1 Davgh- 


ter the Marchioneſs de SYRCE. 


Y dear child, the day before yeſter- 
day I married the daughter of our 
farmer. It was I myſelf who dreſſed the 


bride; and ſne was as handſome as love 


and innocence could make her. The wed- 
ding feaſt was in the chateau. | 
Imagine all the tumult of rufticeaicty:: 


the tuns crown'd with flowers; the wine 
running every where about; the dances 


of the young ladies and girls of the neigh- 
bourhood (for I invited them all ;) the em- 
batraſſment of the new - married pair; the 
timidity of their love; the ſunplieity of 
their expreſſions; and me, in the midſt of 
all, careſſed, ſung, celebrated, buried in 
noſegays; chatting with the mothers, em- 
bracing the old men, and opening the ru- 
ral ball. My heart is yet full of joy from 
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it; and 1 think this little feaſt has made 
me younger by at leaſt a dozen. years. 
It is ſo pleaſing to contribute to the 


happineſs of others, and, at the ſame time, 
be witneſs of it! Nanette is called at pre- 


ſent Madame Lewis. She is not a little 
proud of her new name; and, I believe, 
the will do no diſhonour to that of wife. I 
preached a great deal to her, She is al. 
ready prodigiouſly fond of Mr. Lewis, and 
appears quite familiarized wich his man- 
ner, which may not be the leſs tender, 
for being a little rough. He is gay, young, 
and robuſt; and there are in theſe qualities 
the requiſites to make à good labourer, 
and an excellent huſband. I moſt ardent- 
Iy wiſh their happineſs; and I have told 
them over and over again, that they will 
find it only in attention to all their duties. 
If they do not believe me, ſo much the 
worſe for them. But I have better hopes: 
tlie pledges of their union will ſoon come 
to augment their charms. Far from temp- 
tation, in the boſom of tranquil pleaſures, 
ne by nature, faithful to their en- 
* gagements, 
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gagements, ſenſible to honour, and the 


diſtinction of a good name, they will be 
the example of our village, have my friend- 
ſhip to encourage, and the general eſteem 
to recompence them. The bare idea f 
virtue pleaſes me ; and I honour wherever 
I find it. 

But why, my dear Marchioneſs, will 
you not come and ſee me? I know. not how 
it is; but your letters appear to me con- 
ſtrained and melancholy. I no longer find 
in them that ſpirited freedom, thoſe ſallies 
which uſed to delight me. If you have- 
any thing that vexes you, my child, who 
ſo proper as J to participate your priefs ? 
Who has ſo juſt a right to your confidence?” 
What can be the matter with you? In a 
brilliant ſituation 4; careſſed every where; 
adored by your mother ! what can be 
wanting to your happineſs? Ah! I gueſs 
it. You find, by the void in your mind, 
the futility of its diſtraQions ; and that ach- 
ing inquietude is at once its panegyrie, aK 
its puniſhment, 


Endea- 
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Endeavour, my dear, to ſee, with my 
eyes, the world that dazzles your's. I 
would deftroy the enchantments which 


have hitherto hid from you its dangers, 
and make you tremble at the precipices, 
on the brink of which, you have fo long 


played, Your preſent melancholy even 
is a light of which you ought to profit to 
be happy. Conſider the ſtate in which 


you are placed, and do your utmoſt to an- 


ſwer all its ends: by that means you will 


be ſure of your own approbation; and, 
without it, you embrate but ſhadows; or, 
what is worſe, you ſearch for miſery. 

Why, once more, will you not chuſe to 
come down to me here ? In this place you 


will find repoſe, adorned with all the 


charms and freſlineſs of unadulterated na- 
ture. Here you will help me to do good 
in my little cirele. What a pleaſure is it 


to do good? How. happy do T always go 
out of a cottage where I have ſurprized a 


poor family with unexpected ſubſiſtence. 
I have often heard you ſay, that the plea - 


ſure of pleaſing was nothing when com- 
. r pared 


ne 
of 


ſuperior to the cold homage of all the 
cities in the woyld. 


Your time of life requires amuſements. 
I know it ; but believe me, when the ſoul 
is pure, ee are found every- 


where. The ſimplicity and diſorder of 
my paſtoral dances gives me a hundred 


tines more pleaſures, than the ſymmetry of 
thoſe I have ſeen at court. My ponds, 


the ſhrubberies that IJ have - planted, at 


once concern, and employ. me. Thoſe: 


young trees, which you ſaw firſt put in 
the ground, I have ſince taken ſuch care 
of, begin already to cover me with their, 


ſhade ; and I long to have you by my ſide 
to enjoy under them the freſhneſs of the 


morning and evening breezes. 


But T forgot to tell you. I have had. 


news of Monſieur de Syrce, whole charge 


of inſpection has brought him to the con- | 


fines 
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pared to that of being uſeful. What 
then prevents your enjoying that exqui- 
lite ſenſation? It will detach you from 
others that give you pain. The bene.. 
ditions of a country hamlet have a charm, 
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| fines of our neighbourhood. He has writ to 
me; and never was I in my. life more con. 
tent with a letter; for it is filled with re. 
proaches of himſelf, and praiſes of you, 
who, he ſays, is too good for him 
| Farewell. Above all things I deſire 
| you will write to me more gaily. The 
ſtyle of your laſt letter neither agrees with 


your age, your education, nor your hopes. 


In a word, with nothing that you are, 
When the heart is at eaſe, the humour is 
lively; and, take all together, I am leſs 
diffident with regard to your folly, than [I 
am ftartled at the lowneſs of your ſpirits. 


1 embrace you tenderly. How glad 


ſhall I be of Monſieur de Syrcè's return 
I have always told you he was giddy ; and 
that patience, and your good behaviour, 
would bring him round. He will change, 
and that ſuddenly. What pleaſure will 
you have in pardoning him all ! | 
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LETTER LXXH, 


— the Count de Sr. AL AIR to the 
Chevalier de GERAC. | 


UGHT I to thank fortune, or to 
— accuſe it? At this moment, per- 
haps, poor Hamilton is inſtructed of all, 
without my having dared to break the ſi- 
lence, Here, my dear Chevalier, is the 
circumſtance on what J found, ſhall I ſay 
my hopes, or my fears EE 
Two days. ago I paid, her a — 1 
could not ſee her immediately; and, in 
the mean time, went to take a turn in the 
garden, in that garden which was formerly 
my paradiſe. Lk now not how I came to 
have about me one of the fine letters I 
received from Madame de Syrcè, that 
contains the moſt lively expreſſions of hap- 
Py love.. I took it out, and was looking 


over it in ſilent rapture, when, all of a 
ſudden, Hamilton, with an air of dejetion, 
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her hair diſordered, her eyes tender, ap- 
peared at the door of a. chamber which 
opens upon the terras. You may belieye 
I made haſte to hide the mark of my apo- 
ſtacy; but the ſurprize, the hurry, ren- 
- dered me inattentive ; and the fatal letter 
which I meant to ſecure, no doubt ſlipt 
from me. 10 
Looking for it again in the chariot, as 
I returned to Paris, I could not find it. 
When I got home, I turned out all my 
pockets; but no letter. If I dropt it at 
Antueil, it has probably fallen into Hamil- 
ton's hands. I have not dared. to face 
her ſince, nor has ſhe ſent to me; ſol 
uffer in the torments of uncertainty ;z and 
it would not be eaſy to fer a more cruel 
agitation, =» ' 


In the flux and reflux of contrary ſenti- 


ments, I have been obliged to make my 
peace with Madame de Syrcs. That 1 
could not help doing ; for to live another 
day on the terms upon which I was with 
her, I found impoſſible, 


But 


ut 
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But this is not enough. That I may be 
ſure never to put myſelf in the ſame pain 
again, I am reſolved to tell her my ſitua- 
tion, and all my deſigns. Do not blame 
this reſolution, my friend; for I muſt fol- 


low it. But, a propos I hear your fa- 


ther is ill, and has ſent for you. Shall 1 
be ſo ak 2s to loſe Fm: 
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To the Count de Sr. Alaix, from Faxxv, 
a young Perſon in the Service of Ma- 
demoiſelle HaM1LTON., -. 1'- 

Oxsixux le Comte, I write to you 
in the greateſt diſtreſs. My Lady ! 
my dear Lady! for whom I would a thou- 


ſand times give my life, has been, for 


ſome days, „in ſuch profound melancholy, 
that ſhe ſpeaks to me no more, nor caſts 
her eyes upon me but with looks of diſtrac- 
tion , and dro wned 1 in tears, which ſhe in 
vain endeayours to hide, OR OT 
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I cannot imagine what's the matter with 
her. But is it poſſible, Monſieur le Comte, 
is it peffible that you ſhould not know? 1 
think it is only through you that Made. 
moiſelle Hamilton can have joy or ſorrow, 
You are her all; and it would break her 
heart, if the was not all to you. I muſt 
take the liberty to open my mind. I can. 
not conceal my grief; but will tell you, 
without diſpuife, all that cauſes it. 

Laſt night, an hour after ſhe had been 
in bed, my Lady roſe, without ealling me, 
went down into the parden, and walked 

there alone till day-break this morning. 1 
was awake ; and, going to the window, 
faw her by the light of the moon, which 
let me diſtinguiſh all her motions, She 
walled prodigioufly faſt, looked as pale as 
death, and, as ſhe paſſed under me, upon the 
the terras, I could hear her ſigh, and utter 
ſome broken words, among which, once of 
twice, I plainly diſtinguiſhed your name. 
When ſhe came in again, ſhe went im- 
mediately to her eſcrutoire, and took from 


thence your letters, and your picture. 
FR | She 
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She wept very loud indeed. After which 
ſhe threw herſelf upon the ſide of her bed, 
and there continued till my uſual hour of 
entering her apartment. My eyes were 
red and ſwelled, I had ery'd ſo much; and 
yet I had not dared to interrupt her. She 
perceived my uneaſineſs, ſmiled, and en- 
deavoured to ſay ſomething to me; but 
her words were choaked in their paſſage. 
However, as I remained at the bed-ſide, 
ſhe took me by the hand, kindly preſſed 
it, and deſired me to retire, ; 

Ah! Monſieur le Comte, what have you 
done? For I fear it is you that have thrown. 
my Lady into this ſituation. And what a 
woman do you afflit.! For heaven's ſake 
come, and endeavour to comfort her; if 
not, you are the moſt barbarous and un- 
grateful. of men 
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CETTES LXXIY, 
From the Count de St. ALBIN, to the 
Marchioneſs de SyRce. 


1 Have been ſilent too long, too long 
deyoured my inquietudes, my remorſe» 
my alarms: too long ſuffered your's. 
' Know at once my crime, or rather my 
misfortune ; know, at once, the weaknefs 
which has cauſed you ſo much uneaſineſs, 
and me, if poſſible, ten times more. 
Befdre I knew you, I loved an object 
(whom I dare praiſe, even to yourſelf) an 
object adorned with all the graces of her 
ſex; beautiful in her perſon, and no leſs 
ee in her mind. I was happy; I de- 
ſired nothing but to love, if poſſible, with 
greater exceſs, I ſaw you, and, in a mo- 
ment, I was carried from myſelf, and my 
ſoul went over to you, never to return. 
I endeavoured to perſuade my heart 
that it was but a falſe impreſſion, I ſtrove 
againſt it: I turned to the charms that had 
* ſo 
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ſo long poſſeſſed me; but they ſhone to me 
no more, or only ſhone to ſhew me in 
the ſtrongeſt colours. the ſuperiority of 
your's, I then perſuaded myſelf that my 
paſſion was only a ſimple defire ; that by 
not giving way to it, it would paſs; and I 
conſidered my cure as half compleated, 
when the moſt deteſtable of men, whom I 
ſhall not name, but you may gueſs, laid 
hold of me. : 7% 
He poiſoned me with his counſels, his 
abandoned. principles; aſſociated me, in 
my own deſpite, in thoſe vile maneuvres, 
to which he gave that turn which a vicious 


wit, and the habitude of intrigue ſo eaſily 


ſuggeſts, He had particular deſigns to 
anſwer ; and what did he do? he laughed 
at my love, but inflamed my vanity. He 


| Propoſed you to me, as if you had been 


at his diſpoſal; on condition, however, 
that he ſhould be at liberty to divulge my 
happineſs as ſoon as it ſhould be complete, 
I ſhuddered at ſuch a project. He armed 
againſt my ſcruples all the ſeductions of 
his infernal eloquence ; painted you in 

G 4 colours 


128 DELICATE CRIMES. 


colours the moſt oppoſite to your nature ; 
put you in the rank of thoſe women, 
whom every man obtains in his turn; who 
is taken without love, and left with con- 
tempt; in fine, the monſter ſo entangled 
me in the multiplicity of his ſnares, that 
at length he weakened my paſſion, changed 
its nature, and, in purſuing you, I was 
rather eager to ſatisfy a troubleſeme deſire, 
than to content a delicate ſentiment. 
How fully are you revenged! and how 
much do you deſerve to be ſo! Conceive 
what was my trouble, my confuſion, and 
my reſentment, againſt the man who had 


5 deceived me, when I knew you better, 


and your real character unfolded to my 
view! When even in the moment of your 
greateſt weakneſs: for me, I ſaw you dif. 
play all thoſe. virtues which we admire 
and love! From that moment I devoted 
myſelf to you, as to my fate; ſwore to 
confecrate my days to you, and never 
own another obligation. All former ties 
were broken; and the woman abandoned, 

; who, , 
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who, againſt any other rival, would, and 
ought to have carried the victory. 

Vet, will you believe it? Theſe ſenti- 
ments were followed by the moſt lively 
remorſe; the ſight of that woman, the 
memory of our mutual happineſs, our en- 
gagements, the conſciouſneſs of feeling no 
longer that tenderneſs for her which I 
had formerly profeſſed ;. all thoſe things 
roſe to. my imagination. On the other 
hand, I conſidered myſelf as your undoer; 
the betrayer of your innocence, the de- 
ſtroyer of your peace, your reputation; 
in ſhort,. I know not what. madneſs ſeized 
me; but this was the ſtate of my mind; 
and the real and ſole cauſe of that beha- 
viour which you have ſo long complained 
of, and of which you ſhall never have rea- 
ſon to complain again. 

I thought I was acting the part of a 
generous man; but ſuch exertions of ge- 
neroſity are beyond the ſtrength of frail 
humanity; and what in theory ſeemed 
only difficult, became impoſſible to prac- 
tife, Forgive, then, my affected abſence, 

8 5 my 
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my ſtudied coldneſs; (I have already ſuf. 
fered too-much from them, to deſerve far. 
ther puniſhment;) and receive a rebel, a 
deſerter, who returns to his duty with 
Pleafure, and ſolicits his pardon with atrue | 
penitence. 

For your rival, (if any woman has a 
Tight to be To) ſhe already knows I am loſt 
to her; and I ſhall ſee her no more. In 
a 8 I adore, I love you better than 
ever, love you to madneſs; do not reject 
the proofs I give you of it, but be gene- 
Tous in Four turn; pity me, love me; and 
make me forget, in the raptures of our 
paſſion, every thing but the j Joys that re- 
Jult g 5 it. 


* | fo 
L. E T. 
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LETTER LXXV. 


From the Marchioneſs de SyRcEx, to the 
| Count de ST. ALBIN. | 


W HAT have you told me] You have 
carried death to my heart. Scarce 
am I yet recovered from the ſwoon which 
followed the reading of your letter, that 
fatal letter where my condemnation is 
written, and ſigned by your hand. | 

You have loved another then; you 


loved her even when you made the warm- 


eſt profeſſions of a paſſion for ine; for it 
is in vain you endeayour to palliate your 
outrage by declarations, to which I give 
no credit. I carried you not from your. 
ſelf, Monſieur le Comte; I brought not 
over your heart ; I was followed as a ca- 
ſual vanity, only to enliven your flame 
for another ; and, having anſwered your 
purpoſe, I had nothing to expe. but de. 
ſertion. ; 5 75 


G 6 But 
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But you ſay you will abandon this wo. 
man, whoever” ſhe is; you ſwear it. Per- 
| haps you would. Cruelties and perfidies, 
it ſeems, coſt you little, But yon ſhall 


not be inhuman on my account, I muſt 


die, I am certain of it; and I will not pur- 
chaſe a ſhort poſſeſſion, at the expence of 
another's happineſs. It is me, in juſtice, 
you ought to baniſh from your heart; it is 
me you onght to ſee no more. Return to 
your firſt vows ; I give you leave; I even 
implore you againſt myſelf. 

Beſides, when you talk of future fide- 
lity, who ſhall anſwer for the truth of 


your aſſurances? It is by an ill:grounded: 


confidence in what you ſaid to me; that I 
have already drawn upon myſelf. evils, 
which the grave only can hide. In that 
indefenſible credulity lies a great part of 
my fault; I raſhly threw myſelf into arms 
that had no place for me. Yes, Monſieur 
le Comte, I am, at leaſt as blameable as 
you; and L ought. to be puniſhed: for it. 
Once more, then, let me repeat it; go 
back to a deſerving woman; to whom, 

a 2 no 


| 
| 
1 
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no doubt, you made promiſes, as well as 
to me: thoſe promiſes probably betrayed 
her; and ſure you muſt unayoidably. be 
perjured on one fide or other : there is 
no room for heſitation. | 
If, as you pretend, you would really 
renounce: my rival; if IJ have always had 
the aſcendant in your heart, and I am now 
more dear to you than ever, let my rival 
enjoy the facrifice I make her; let her 
triumph when I am in the grave. 
Tou have undone me; but no matter, I 
forgive you; I will not even tell you the 
degree of the injury I have received from 
you: may it never come to your know- 
ledge; may you always be ignorant of 
what muſt give you a mortal anguiſh to 
know. I will go farther; I will confeſs, _ 
that the proteſtations you make me in your 
letter, whether falſe or true, render ſome- 
what leſs: horrible to me the barbarity of 
which I. am the victim; and though I ſee 
though I find no more motive far courage, 
though J ſink under the fate that oppreſ- 
| ſes 
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ſes me; there is a conſoling illuſion in the 
thought of your loving, while you Kill 
me, 


3 FDEP ET 


From the Count de ST. ALBIN to the | 


Marchioneſs de SYRCE. 


OUR letter has filled me with horror 

and admiration. - But what is the 
degree of injury which you have not yet 
told me? What is it the myſteriouſneſs, 
the trouble of your ſtyle, announces, and 
I dare not interpret? I fly to throw my. 
elf at your feet, and force a ſecret from 
you, which appears to weigh upon your 
heart. . . I did not think it was poſſible 
for me to be more wretched than when ! 
wrote to you laſt; . .. and yet I ſee ! 
may be yet even more than Iam... . Al 
that I imagine terrifies me; . . , but ! 
will know the worſt. Prepare t to ſee, and 


me me. 
LET: 


Gale oa... AS. = 
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| LETTER LXXVI. 


From Mademoiſelle HaMiLToxnto Faxxr, 
a young Perſon in her Ser vice. 


XA dear Fanny, by the time that this 
paper falls into your hands, I ſhall 
be far from Antueil. Give yourſelf no 
trouble to diſcover the cauſe of my depar- 
ture, or the place of my retreat; let it 
ſuffice that I have taken care of you. 
| Monſieur Ferney, the banker, who has 
the care of my affairs at Paris, will be 
with you to-morrow morning. If there 
are debts of any kind, he has orders to 
pay them; and will diſcharge the land- 
lord as ſoon as you can remove, or other- 
wiſe diſpoſe of, the furniture of the houſe; 
which I give you, with all the wearing- 


apparel that I leave behind me. Should 


you have a mind to return to England, 
Monſieur Ferney will take care to put 
you in a proper method of going there 
ſafely and commodiouſſy. He will ſupply 

your 
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your expences, and give you ſuch a far. 


ther ſam of money as, though much ſhort 
of the merit of your faithful ſervices, will, 

J hope, convince you of my gentitade and 
regard. 


I ſhould ER pardon for not truſt. 


ing you with the deſign I have for ſome 
time | conceived of quitting the world; 


but I thought it would give you pain to 


know we were ſoen doomed to part, never 
to meet again; and if I (till make a miſ- 
tery to you of che reaſons that have in. 


duced me to the conduct I follow, it is 
only becauſe it can in no ſort concern you 


to know them. You may believe ſomething 
very particular, and of a nature not to be 
remedied; forces me to act as I dο But 
T particularly beg of you, on no account 
whatſbever, either in France or elfe. 
where; ever forget your miſtreſs ſo far, 
as, at any time, to let a word eſcape you 
in diſpraiſe of the Count de St. Albin. I 
give you this caution, becauſe, from ſome 
things T have caſtrrlly dropt, and obſer- 
vations you may have made on my actions, 


you 
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you may be led to imagine, that it is from 
a rupture between him and me. I have 
taken a diſtaſte to ſociety: in that caſe 
I know your partiality to me; and you 
would not fail to ſuppoſe the Count in 
fault; when, en the crime is all of 
my fade. 

There is one thing I hall make-no > ſecret 
to you, I loved the Count de St, Albin 
and I ſtill continue to love him, though I 
renounce him; and we ſhall have for the 
future nothing in common beſide a reli- 
gion that offers me an aſylum, and will 
ſoon ſeparate us for ever. I hope 1 ſhall 
there love him no more; it will be my 
duty to direct my ardor elſe where; but I 
tall always pray for his happineſs; that 
will be my duty too, and not the leaſt 
pleaſing part of it; for he deferves a 
great ſhare: of happineſs ; even though I 
ſhould have ſome reaſon n | 
kits: | 
Adieu. W FOES ** C 
put into the Count's own hands, or that 
s, of his valet. * the letter you | 
du Will 
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will find in the drawer of my drefling. 
table, directed for him. I will not take a 
more formal and affectionate farewell of 
you, leaſt I ſhould affect you too much. I 
know you will require all your fortitude 
to bear the loſs of a miſtreſs, who has 
been ſo many years your pee and 
your friend, 


aps: E TT EN LXXVII. 
From Mademoiſelle HaM1LTON to the 
pepe de ST. ALBIN | 


- SH ALL not ee to whe vain 
 ' weakneſs of reproaches, at a time 
when I have occaſion to exert all the 
firength of my reaſon. I read the eri. 
dence” of your falſehood, which hazard, 
or your addreſs, threw in my way: yet 
J ſhould have heſitated to decide, had it 
not been corroborated by concurring tel- 
timonies to a degree of proof that admits 
neither doubt nor palliation. You have 

| | deceived 


— „ 1 8 . 3 
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he 
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deceived me, Monſieur le Comte; and 
you ſhall ſee me no more. 

Regret not my doom : I flatter myſelf 
it will be far from deſerving commiſera- 
tion: and I regret; nothing in a world, 
where ſimplicity and ſenſibility ſeem to be 
the intended prey of treaſon and ingrati- 
tue. 

The woman who once ſought, and now 
flies you, voluntarily fecludes herſelf in 
ſearch of peace, where ſhe will patiently 
attend the diſſolution of her mortal part. 
For you deceived yourfelf if you imagined 
your perfidy would drive me to a deſpera- 
tion capable of arming me againſt my life. 
Had you died before you loſt my eſteem, 
I ſhould moſt undoubtedly have followed 
you ; but being debafed in my eyes, I con- 
ſider our fates as divided, and will live, 
not to hate, (for the object of my contempt 
cannot deſerve it) but to efface, if poſſible, 
in my own opinion, the ſhame of ring 
ever loved you. 


L E T. 
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LETTER LXXvIII. 


From Mademoiſelle Hav1rLToN, to the 
Count de Sr. ALBIN, 


EFORE I diſmiſs the perſon who 
accompanies me to this place; before 

I enter a retreat, where folly and immo- 
rality can no more reach me, I know not 
what involuntary motion forees me to 
write to you. It is not anger; and it is 
yetleſs love. What is it, then? No matter, 
Mere you only inconſtant, I might pity 
you, lament your misfortune, and-perhaps 
my own; but to a faulty temperament, 
vou join the unworthy qualities of falſe- 
hood and deceit. I have, therefore, loſt 
nothing; nay, 1 gain, in being divided 
ſomewhatr ſooner than I might have been 
from a man, whom I muſt. have become 
acquainted with one time or other; and 
with whom, as ſoon as I knew him, I ſhould 
certainly have diſdained to aſſociate, Take 
back your promiſes then, which I annul ; 


your | 


( 
} 
I 
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your oaths, which I forget. I even par. 
don your treachery ; pardon every thing 
but that confidence, ſecurity, and blind 
love, which put it in your power to prac- 
tiſe on a woman, of whom. "Fon are un- 
worthy. 

As for the miſtaken creature that * 
robbed me of your heart, I am far from 
accuſing her; ſhe neither inſpires we with 
averfion nor envy, I am ſorry for her. 
Perhaps you will ſend her to die, where 
you ſend me : for be affured, Monſieur le 
Comte, the man who a love like mine 
could not fix, carmot for a long time be 
held by any. He that abandoned me, can- 
not be content; nor will you: and that 


volatility will prove your puniſhment. 


I had formed to myſelf a dazzling ſyſ- 
tem ; but you have opened my eyes tomy 
errors, and convinced me of the falaciouſ. 
neſs of my ideas. I thought myſelf in a 
ſituation to be preferred to all others ; 
but I now ſee it is the laſt a woman ſhould 
chuſe, who would not be degraded and 
deſtroyed, I have been at once weak and 

wilful, 
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wilful, and I will bring myſelf to a ſeyere 
account for it, If at any time hereafter, 
then, my melancholy image ſhould riſe to 
your mind, pale, disfigured, torn by the 
hair-cloth, ſtretched on the earth, water. 
ing the aſhes with repentant tears ; think 
not I ſuffer becauſe you have been worth. 
leſs and unjuſt; it is religion chaſtiſing 


the perverſity of nature; it is the Divinity 
correcting his werk, to bring it nearer 


perfection, before he takes it to himſelf. 
But I feel my eyes fill with tears, and 
my heart ſwell. Sinful eyes, and repro- 
bate heart! whither would you miſlead 
me? Farewell, Monſieur le Comte; for 
all I have ſaid, I am not your enemy, nor 
need you pity me; for I throw myſelf 
into the arms of my Goda 4 am not your 


el 


cl 


T. 


DELICATE CRIMES. 143 


LELITE R LXXIX. 


From the Count de ST. ALBIN to the 
Chevalier de GERA e. 


AM under a grief and conſternation 
that cannot be expreſſed! I did not 


think it poſſible for any thing to affect 


me ſo ſtrongly; at leaſt, that the event 
which has happened, could have given me 


fo much pain. 


The .poor unfortunate Hamilton ! She 
has left Anteuil ; and either the ſervants, 
who. have ſtaid behind her in the houſe; 
really know nothing of where ſhe is gone, 
or they are obſtinate in keeping it a ſe- 
cret fromme. The account her maid gives 
is, that about four o*clock on Sunday 
morning laſt, her miſtreſs ſet off with an 
elderly woman, who was a ſtranger to 
them all, and called upon her in a poſt- 
chaiſe, 

She had been at Paris two days baſins, 
and ſtaid a conſiderable time, as ſhe pre. 

tended, 
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tended, at her banker's ; yet, on going to 
enquire of hin, I find the banker as un. 
ſatisfactory in what he ſays about her as 
any one elſe. He has probably had his 
inſtructions, She carried with her only 
a ſmall bundle, which ſhe made up the 
night before ſhe diſappeared, unknown to 
her maid; a thing the more extraordinary, 
as that maid was a perſon in whom, upon 
all other occaſions, ſhe has ſhewn a very 
great degree of confidence. She left a 
letter for me : the above-mentioned maid 
delivered it; and, at the ame time, fhewed 
me one written to herſelf; which moved 
me to a degree of tenderneſs and forrow 
I] conld hardly ſupport. 

Having laid down my pen for half an 
hour, I have in the interim received ano- 


ther letter from Hamilton, It has been 


put into the penny-poſt at Paris; and 
jeaves me no room to doubt of her having 
taken refuge in ſome Convent. In this 
letter, as well as in her firſt, ſhe declaresſke 
deſpiſes and abbors me. I deſerve it. In- 
deed; what have I not deſerved? For, alas 


my 


my 
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my friend, you are, as yet, acquainted 
with but a ſmall: part of my enormities. 
Hamilton can only reproach me with in- 
conſtancy and ingratitude; but towards 
Madame de Syrce, I am guilty of uy 
crime poſſible, * | 7 

That moſt delicate, moſt eſtimable, moſt 
charming of women! how ſhall I tell you! 
ſhe is loſt'. . ... loſt even to me 
J have diſhonoured her beyond repara- 


tion; perhaps I ſhall be the cauſe of her 


death: and theſe are the fruits of my 
love. I dare not tell you more; I dare 
not truſt it to paper . . . but you under- 
ſtand me, eee am aſſailed on all 
ſides. 

Can you l upon 4 10% quit 
me? but you muſt, I know you muſt; and 
you depart tomorrow n Godt: to- 
morrow. _. 

I hear that the villain who has been 5 
cauſe of all my afflictions, is in the pro- 
vinces, where he ſeeks new victims; but 
it ſhall not be long before he anſwers to 
me ſeverely for myſelf and others. I 

Vor. II. H thought 
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thought him my friend! Excuſe my dif. 


traction; and a thouſand times farewell! 


4A BILLET 


From the Chevalier de GERAC to the 


Count de ST. ALB1N. 


pity your two victims; I lament 
you, You have even the greateſt ſhare of 
my concern, becauſe yon are culpable. 
Nothing but the illneſs of a beloved fa- 
ther ſhould, at this time, force me to 
abandon you. Write to me; I deſire I 
may have my ſhare in all your inquie- 
tudes : it is a friend's. privilege, and I 


ill not relinquiſh-it. You may, at leaſt, 


epend upon my fidelity, if you can derive 
12 advantages from my utility. 


LI. 


ES, I part; and I part unhappy. 1 


* 
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LETTER LXXX. 


From the Count de ST. AtB1N to the 
Marchioneſs de SYRCE. 


P. it poſſible, after my crime, aſter the ter- 
rible diſcovery you have made me of it, 
that you can yet pardon me; that you can 
yet ſuffer me to vent my ſighs in your 
boſom! You even grieve for the woman's 
misfortunes, who has cauſed a part of 


yourꝰs: and thus it is you revenge your- 


ſelf! Oh my love ! your gentleneſs, your 
generoſity, ſeem only to increaſe my guilt. 
Load me with your reproaches, your in- 
dignation; paint me your ſituation in all its 
horrors; endeavour to poiſon my wounds; 
pour deſpair into my lacerated heart! 
ſuch is: the treatment I ſhould meet with; 
ſuch only is the notice that my prayers 
and- expreſſions. of forrow Pa to ob- 
tain ! ! 8 , 
I found you pure, 8 ** 1 
Why. did I not leave you ſo? The ſavage 
H 2 bruta- 
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brutality is not to be excuſed. I gave 
way to the vile diſorder of my ſenſes, 
while you were only actuated by holy love; 
and the fatal inſtant of my fury has in. 
tailed upon you misfortune and diſhonour; 
ſhall force thoſe charming eyes to look 
down with ſhame ; 'to fear the regards of 
a huſband,” of a Ather, of the world! 
Yet I live, and you love me; you even 
ſtrive to hide from me your pains! A 
ſtranger to repoſe, fatigued with weeping, 


a prey to every terror, you are cautious 


how you diſturb my tranquillity, and de. 
prive - yourſelf of your ſole comforter! 


How vile,” how deteſtable does _—_ good- 


nefs make me ! 


But now liſten to me. . muſt not 


remain in tlie ſtate they are; ſince you tell 


me, that you and your precious fruit are 


mine; it is my intereſt, my duty, to pre- 
ſerve them; and I claim my right. You 
muſt not expoſe yourſelf to the event of a 
_ diſcovery. Monſieur de Syrct is abſent ; 
Madame de Sancerre happily out of the 
way; let us wrap ourſelves in the ſhade 
f 1 of 


2 
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of myſtery. Love has always been induſ- 
trious to veil its crimes: and make no 


doubt but mine will find the means. The 


unfortunate infant, whom I doat on be- 
fore I ſee it, ſhall live then; nor ſhall its 


birth be fatal to its mother. I will find a 


retreat ; I will provide the neceſſary ſuc- 


cours. When it comes into the world, I 


will hide it in my boſom; no one ſhall hear 


it cry ; in fine, all ſhall be done in ſecret, 


and nothing tranſpire. ate 
You may afterwards return, appear. 
What can the moſt malicious alledge againſt 


you? Suſpicions are not proofs ; nor does 


the world always wiſh to * its ſuſpi⸗ 
cions to certainties. 
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To DELICATE CRIMES. 


LETTER LXXXI, 


From Madame deSANCERRE to her Daugh. 
MP the Marchioneſs de Sv Rex. 


M* Wr daughter, only obje& of my 
tenderneſs, I am under the greateſt 
uneaſineſs on your account. I receive 
letters every day from Paris, which give 
me the moſt melancholy ideas of your 
health. They tell me your countenance 
1s entirely changed, that you grow lean, 
are languid ; in ſhort, that you alter con- 
tinually for the worſe : and the extreme 
heavineſs of your letters leave me little 
room to doubt of the truth of my advices. 
I ſhall leave this place in two days, in 
order to return to town ; if you are ſick, 
to nurſe you ; if you are low-ſpirited, to 
comfort and aſſiſt you with my advice, 
Monſieur de Syreè may poſſibly accom- 
pany me, He is extremely unquiet at the 
thought of your indiſpoſition, and charges 
kh me 
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me to mark to you his affliction in the 


ſtrongeſt and moſt tender terms, 

If it be not wholely incompatible with 
his buſineſs to abſent: himſelf a few days, 
I ſhall certainly bring him to you in my 
hand, Heaven bleſs you! my beloved 


child, I am impatient till I embrace you. 


„ 
From the Marchioneſs de SYRCE to the 


Count de St. ALBIN. 


AM undone. Let me ſee you directly. 
I am loſt for ever. I have received a 
letter from my mother; and her letter is 


death. She returns to Paris, and Monſieur 


de Syred comes with her. I can ſay no 
more; but come to me, if you would ſave 


H 4 A BI Ls» 
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4A BILLET 


F rom the Marchioneſs de SYRCE to the 
Count de Sr. ALBIN. 


FE is now two hours after midnight, and 
my mother arrived as the clock ſtruck 
ten. Thank Heaven, I begin to take a 
little breath; for Monſieur de Syrce is not 
with her s his employment would not ſuf- 
fer him to come. My poor mother loads 
me with careſſes, which are ſo many ſtrokes 
which ſhe gives me with a poniard ; for 
Iam reduced to that ſtrange degree of 
diſtreſs, that the tenderneſs of a parent is 
one of my greateſt miſeries. I think it ren- 
ders me ſomehow more criminal. I have 
not yet dared to look at her ſledfaſtly, leſt 
ſhe ſhould read in my eyes the confuſion 
of my ſoul. In ſhort, I fear every thing; 
but if you love me, it is all very well. 
Don't come to-morrow. I will let you 
know the events of the day by a line. 


Adieu. I am exceedingly dejected . .. 
7 But 
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But remember, once more, that I. am not 
to ſee you to-morrow, . .. The day will 
be long. 


LETTER U 


From the Marchioneſs de SYRCE to the 
Count de Sr. ALB IN. 


ITY, and forbear to accuſe me, I 

have betrayed you, I have betrayed 
myſelf. I am the moſt unfortunate of wo- 
men. I am ſcarce alive while I write to 
you; and I know not whether I ſhall have 
ſuffic ĩent ſtrength to deſcribe a ſcene which 
I ought not to ſurvive ; and which I ſhall 
not ſurvive long. 

After ſupper this. night, I went with 
my mother into the great ſaloon. Dur- 
ing the whole day I thought ſhe had re- 
garded me in a manner more than ordina- 
rily attentive ; and, at that moment, ſhe 
had. an air of coolneſs, not ſpeaking to me, 
or at leaſt with a tone leſs affectionate 
than uſual. She ſat down to her frame of 

* em- 
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embroidery, and took a book from the 
chimney-piece, pretending to read. A 
dead {tence reigned. I dared not break 
it, I was afraid to raiſe my eyes ; but, in 
ſpite of my efforts, I let fall ſome tears, 
and thoſe tears deſtroyed me. 
My mother perceived I was crying ; 
and, quitting her work, fixed her eyes 
upon me. That look, which I acciden- 
tally met, though it was rather earneſt 
than fevere, thunder-ſtruck me. © Daugh- 
We Tate, what's the matter 
% with you ?” She had no ſooner ſpoke, 
than my heart ſwelled, my boſom throb- 
bed, and my tears guſhed from me in a 
torrent. My mother rofe in a fright, and 
came towards me, * Daughter,” conti- 
nued the, „hat is the meaning of this 
trouble, this grief? Yon make me trem- 
ble 1 I ruſhed into her arms; hid my face 
in her boſom; and ARES there ſome 
time without anſwering her. Art length, 
lifting up my head a little, I could only 
get out, Oh! Madam.“ My agony, 
my confuſion, the ſhame of my condition, 
writ, 
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' writ, in ſpite of me, in my eyes, no doubt 
opened her's, though it was plain ſhe had 
{ſuſpicions before. . . . © Iunderſtand you,” 
cry'd ſhe, puſhing me from her, and throw - 
ing herſelf into a chair at the other end of 
the room, Unhappy child! my obſerva- 
tions have not deceived me ; I durſt not 
believe my eyes; but you have diſhonour- 
ed yourſelf, and your family.” © Yes,” 
replied I, dropping on my knees in the 
{ame place where I ftood, and claſping my 
hands together, © I am an unfortunate 
« wretch; a woman. loſt to herſelf and 
«< the world, and unworthy of being call- 
« ed your daughter. Baniſi me from your 
fight then; never lookuponme again: your 
* rigour will be a benefit, and J ſhall bleſs 
* the hand that ſtrikes me into the earth. 
«I am with child, Madam, the fruit of 
an infamous intrigue, Only: ſhield and 
4 aſſiſt me, till I bring the miſerable be- 
ing, formed of your blood, into the 
* world. It is all the grace and favour I 
demand, and afterwards I ſhall be glad 
to periſh, I will chuſe ſome ſolitude to 

=Sd c hide 
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“ hide my ſhame, where my laſt ſighs 
* ſhall never reach you. I am my own 
« judge; I condemn myſelf ; but you, in- 
« ſenſible huſband, whom I loved, whom 
16 I doated on, contemplate, with horror, 
the conſequences of your conduct! My 
* 1gnominy is your's, You are the cauſe 
* of my misfortunes. Was it not for you, 
e the heart of a mother would never have 
© been eſtranged from me! She never 
« could have trembled at the fight of me, 
„ nor have puſhed me weeping from her 
4 arms . 

I could not proceed; grief choaked my 
words, and I felt myſelf ſinking to the 
ground, when my mother haſtened to raiſe 
me ; ſhe embraced me, and my neck was 
in an inſtant wet with her tears. We 
wept in concert for fome time, mute, and 
claſped in each other*s arms. At laſt, 
« Calm yourſelf,” ſaid the; & you melt 
« me; nature ſpeaks, and I cannot be 
“ deaf to her voice. Be comforted; I 
«« will do my utmoſt to cover your crime, 
« your weakneſs. The ſupreme Being 


ct par- 
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« pardons ; and neither honour nor reli- 
« gion teaches us to be inexorable. But, 
« oh my dear, undone, unfortunate child! 
exclaimed ſhe, burſting afreſh into an ago- 
ny of tears, © the Count de St. Albin, is it 
not he? Swear to me ne ver to ſee again 
the author of your misfortune,” ? 

Think, my friend, what paſſed in my 
ſoul at that dreadful moment. I wrung 
my hands ; I catched hold of my mother's, 
and gave her a look which, perhaps, ſhe 
underſtood ; for ſhe did not repeat her 
propoſition, and I promiſed nothing. Alas! 
it is eaſier to die than to tear from one's 
heart the object that at once enchants and 
diſhonours it. And under the eyes of a 
mother, before an offended God, who pu- 
niſhes me, and whoſe indignation, per- 
haps, my temporal ſufferings will not ſa- 
tisfy, the fear of relinquiſhing yon was my 
greateſt terror. 

Adieu. My trembling hand is [aki to 
hold the pen no longer. . . My candles are 
out. I am all in the dark, and I dare not 
ring for my woman, I know not what 

diſ- 
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diſmal image preſents itſelf to my imagi. 
nation. I am not well.—A burning, ſuc. 
ceeded by a chillneſs, every now and. then 
| ſeizes me, and my head is ſplitting in a 
thouſand pieces. 


LETTER LXXXIII. 


From the Count de Sr. Als iN to the 
Marchioneſs de SYRCE. 


V deareſt creature, what have you 
="4 done? Your indifcretion has thrown 
me into the greateſt perplexity. You 
have made three people wretched. You 
ſhould bave paid more attention: to what I 
faid to you. You ſhould: have placed all 
your confidence in me. What madneſs to 
admit a third perſon between us, let that 
perſon be who it would! 

What will become of me,if I am notper- 
mitted to fee you? What will become of 
you? I would rather die a thouſand deaths, 
For the firſt time I have wept; your let- 
ter drew tears from me; but not thoſe 

tears 
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tears that diſcharge and enlighten” the 
heart. The conſciouſneſs of your fitua- 
tion is {till there, and fills me with ſor- 
row and diſtraction. 

Believe me. Let us not confine our- 
{elves to complaints, and a painful attend- 


ance of our fate. Let us prevent the cru- 


elty of the world by eſcaping from it; 
leave it but your ſhadow to vent its ſenſe- 
lefs rage upon. In our love we may find 
a reſource to defend us TIER the injuries 
of ſociety. 

If your mother perſilts in her deſign to 
ſeparate us, if ſne has the inhumanity to rei- 
terate her propoſitioñ that you ſhould ſee me 
no more, we are united; thoſe ties, though 
illegitimate by cuſtom, are ſacred to you 
and me. I cannot live without you. None 
but I can conſole you in your ſufferings. 
We are neceſſary to each other. Let us 
fly together. Why ſhould we ſtand con- 


founded before a blind and tyrannical mul. 


titude, who have conventions in licu of 
ſentiments; forms in lieu of virtues; and 
feroeious prejudices inſtead of the calm de- 

lights 


2 
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lights of reaſon? Let us not heſitate a 
moment to evade a country where the 
laws even are an encouragement to crimes, 
and a phantom of honour riſes upon a thou- 
fand hidden attrocities to inſult nature, 

With you, with. the dear treaſure you 
bear along with you, I ſhall have all I 
wiſh, and envy no one. Abandon your 


relations, I will quit mine. Renounce the 


vain chimeras of rank, I will renounce my 
hopes. Follow me; we will ſeek a place 


were the inhabitants have pity by inſtinct, 
and not inhumanity by principle. 


There are people whom we call ſavage. 
They will ſerve us; they will admire our 


firmneſs, our love. Your courageous at- 
tachment to thoſe holy laws, the ſacrile- | 
gious infraction of which, in ſparing you 
the puniſhment of bluſhes, would have 


ſtained your ſoul with parricide. 


At the extremities. of the-earth, in 
whatever climate we inhabit, we ſhall find 
a natural bounty, ready to pardon. our 


weakneſſes, and aſſwage our griefs. We 


thall not find laws eſtabliſhed by barbarous 


fanatics, 
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, fanatics, but that tender ſenſibility, the 
univerſal mover of all beings, where our 
political inſtitutions have not corrupted 
them. Infamy will not follow you there; 
it will reſt with thoſe who would unjuſtly 
caſt it upon you, My wife, yes, my wife 
by my ſide, and my child in my arms, I 
ſhall be a ſtranger no where. Where - ever 
the hearts melt at misfortunes, there will 
be our country. 

You may ſay to the e 6% had 
« a huſband whom I thought fond and 
« faithful; my ſoul was entirely his. I 
te cultivated, with a reſtleſs tenderneſs, 
« the fruits of our union. That huſband 
e abandoned me, deſpiſed me for the vileſt 
« creatures, Young, and with a heart 
“ ſenſible to paſſion, I felt the neceſſity of 
© love, and gave myſelf to the object I 
e thought moſt worthy of me. There is 
© my erime, the cauſe of all my misfor- 
© tunes, of the perſecutions I ſuffer, of 
te the voluntary exile to which I, and the 


« partner of my fault, expoſe ourſelves.” 
This, 
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This, my life, is what you will ſay, and 
- all hearts will be moved by it. | 
Dare to adopt the advice I give you; 
dare to put it in execution. I will come 
this evening, and ſatisfy you at large of 
What I have in idea. Condemn not the 
deſign as romantic; it is founded in pru. 
dence, in reaſon ; and I cannot bear the 
thought of your diſhonour. 

Our faithful emiſſary, in leaving your 
letter this morning, told me you was ill, 
and had not been able to riſe, though it 
was then late. Be careful of your health; 
that is of all things the moſt conſequen- 
tial. I ſhall come at five o'clock. Ma- 
nage ſo as I may be admitted without dif- 
-ficulty or diſturbance. Think of ſecond- 
ing my courage; and remember I am ready 


to undertake every thing in order to ſnatch 
you from the injuſtice of a ſociety which 
does not deſerve to poſſeſs you. 
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LETTER Txxxtv. 


From the Count de Sr. Ars to the 


Marchioneſs de SyXox. 8 


HERE chen is en the wiefors 

tune which I dreaded; which I fore* 
ſaw. Your door is ſhut againſt me, I 
have been at it eight times ſince yeſterday 
evening, and always the ſame anſwer, you 
are not to be ſeen, * Your people yp 
in conſternation, 

While I was juſt now talking to the por. 
ter, Sophy paſſed, She was in tears, She 
tells me you are very much indiſpoſed, and 
that you continue to keep your bed, I 
will ſee you; or die in the attempt. I 
will not quit your houſe; but walk before 
it night and day till I get admittanee. By 
Heavens! I muſt ſee you. My angel! my 


heart is breaking. If this is delivered to 


you, pity my ſituation ; and allow me only 
a ſight of a moment, A word, and a look 
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is all Taſk: and can that be refuſed to my 
earneſt ſupplication? , - -, 

It will even be prudence to grant my 
requeſt ; for what muſt your ſervants ima. 
gine? So many times a day preſenting my- 
ſelf before your door—and I cannot help 
it, Till T fee you, I ſhall never be fa- 
. ft'f 7-777 


LETTER LXXXV. 


From the Count de ST. ALBIN to Sophv, 
one of the Marchioneſs de SYRCE's 
Women. 


HE is dying, and I muſt not ſee her 
She is dying, and I live! Sophy, my 
dear Sophy, in the name of humanity, by 
all that is ſacred, I conjure you, endea- 
vour, by ſome means or other, to obtain 
me an inſtant's conſolation, 

You ſay that, in her ravings, ſhe has 
talked continually of me, Perhaps my 
preſence , . . , Who can tell? —At leaſt it 
can do no harm. Alas! What is there to 
fear ? 
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fear? Do not refuſe me then ; but take 
an opportunity, when Me de San- 
cerre is abſent, to introduce me into your 
Lady's chamber. Perhaps you may ſave her 
life. You will certainly prolong mine. 
You tell me that Madame Breval has fat 
up with her four nights. For what? rea- 
ſon then am I baniſhed? .. . . Great-God !. 
I, who would open every vein in my body 
to aſſwage her leaſt uneaſineſs! and ſhall 
the ineffectual efforts of friendſhip be ac- 
cepted, while the ſalutary offers of love, 
of ſolicitous, willing love, are refuſed ? / 
If ſhe dies, I will not ſurvive her. I ſwear 
it to Heaven, which I hope hears, and 
will puniſh me if I forget my oath. But I 
conſide in your - compaſſion to preſerve: 
what is more precious to me than life. 
I leave this for you myſelf, and ſhall 
wait within ſight of the hotel, till I receive 
ſome anſwer from you. If you can help 
me to an interview, you need but look 
out of any of the windows that front the 
ſtreet to ſee and make me a ſign. I will 
immediately attend you. 
| L E T- 
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"LETTER LXXXVL 
From the Marchioneſs de Sy Rex to the 

. Count de r. arben. 


5 


AUA come „Aden to wytelk to be 


able to write; and you ſhall have the 


ſmall remains of life thar is left me. Be 


not alarmed; nor give your ſelf up to ſor - 


row, I beſeech you in the name of the 


moſt tender love, Think J am better; 


better a great deal. reno. 


You muſt not be angry With me A udt 


ſeeing you, nor with the people, who on- 
ly obey my mother; and ſcarcely any one 
is admitted, ſo that makes her orders ſeem 
leſs partieular with regar&td you. I think 
J ſhall recover ;/ and yet I with they had 


not ſhewn me a letter from Monſieur de 


Syreè. It is addreſſed to Madame de San- 


cerre, and eame to town by expreſs. He 
recommends me in the moſt tender man- 
ner to her care, and ſays a thouſand kind 


things, 
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things, accuſing himſelf, and extolling me, 


alas! me. | 

But all my. pains and vexations are' tri- 
fling, are nothing, if you love me the bet. 
ter for them: nay, in that caſe, I ſhall 
even be happy, and wiſh to ſuffer more. 
Though I am writing to you, I feel my- 
ſelf fatigued ; and, after all, I ſcarce be- 
lieve you will be able to read what I have 
written, it is foſcrawled. Adieu, dear friend. 
I think I ſhould be ſorry to quit a world 
that you remain in, though death . 
can ſave me from ſhame, 


L E P. 
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"LETTER. LXXXVIL 


Pri the Chivelicr de as to the | 


DIGGS te a | 


OUR a Jaa, bas a 
me with grief and eſteem ; and thoſe 
juſt effects give me ſome feeble * that 
I am not intirely unworthy of the confi. 
dence with which you honour me. 
How ſublime is your way of thinking, 
and how well does, your preſent conduct 
juſtify the character which your , unhappy 
friend and mine gives of you ! Not that I 
repent of having formerly oppoſed in him 
that growing opinion. I did no more than 
I am perſuaded you, would have done in 
my place. I would have prevented, in 


its beginning, a paſſion which I ſaw big 


with miſchief and misfortune. I conſulted 
my heart, and ſpoke as I would have acted; 
but I ſhall never conſole myſelf for not 
having had am earlier opportunity of be- 


coming 
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169 
coming acquainted with all thoſe exalted 
qualities to which I was to do homage. 
The Count de St. Albin, no doubt, muſt 
have informed you of the many preſſing in- 
ſtances, the repeated arguments I made 
uſe of to diſſuade him from a connection 
which threatens to be ſo fatal to you both. 
What generoſity, what courage, what he- 
roiſm then, at this moment, to addreſs 
yourſelf to me ! You are pleaſed to charge 
me with the cruel care of comforting him, 
and preſerving his days, at a time when 
every. body but yourſelf, trembles for 


your's. But, no, Madam! My friend 


will not have the misfortune to loſe you. 


Heaven owes you to the world, not to ex- 


plate a fault, already more than atoned 
for, but to raiſe you from it, with new 
luſtre, and give an example in your re- 
vived virtues ! 

I know not how to expreſs the man- 
ner in which I am affected upon your ac- 
count. Only ſuffer me to ſhare the enthu- 
ſiaſm, but too juſt; and the hopes of my 
friend. I promiſe moſt faithfully, to obey 
Vol. II. I the 
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the orders you give me: however, it is 
in the certitude I feet of never being un- 
der the fad neceſſity to fulſil them. 
T-ſhould have been ſupremely happy to 
aſſure you, on a leſs melancholy. occaſion, 
city, Till then, deign to accept of the 
are aſſurances — attachment. 


LETT ER, XXVII. 


From the Chevalier de Gzrac to the 
Count de Sr. Arr. 


FAVE courage, my dear Count; take 

comfort, and be ſpeedy to give me 
news of Madame de Syreè and your. 
ſelf. Ts that charnüng woman better or 
worſe? J have catched all your uneaſineſfs 
with regard to her; and tremble for her 
fate, as if my own was involved in it. 
The way I teft you in, the pain J ſuffer 
at not being near you, and the reaſon of 
mny-abſence, the dimal ſituation of my poor 
Father, 
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fither; all unit to male me, miſerable. 
Then your filenne has ſome thing in, it 
frightful., Pray endeavour to give me a 
little eaſe. You uſed to be: fond of ypur 
pen; and it can be no-trifing mattar that 
ges you a diſtaſte ta ĩt. & word; er two, 
p . 1 . W | 
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From thes Mirchioneſs:de mer, ue 
e * 89— | 

e 14 2F 

p ks better Gonidat ou 
ten in any hand but my on, Was it 

poſſible to hide from you my ſituation. But 

e we muſt ſubmit, arid prepare to part. For 

r- vou, I conjune you to take care of yours 

or elt. It is an my death. bed I deſine it f | 
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the world we now inhabit, my doom is 
pronounced,” and 1 ſhall prog you here 
no more! 

The eyes which —_— beck for you, 
and ſought you, even when drowned in 
the tears you cauſed to flow, are going to 
cloſe in endleſs darkneſs, ' Farewell then. 
There is but one wiſh I could form, was 
Heaven diſpoſed to grant it: Might live 
to put into your hands the innocent fruit 
of our crime, methinks it would be a 
token that would keep my idea ſtill alive in 
your heart : But that cannot be ! 
Alas f poor infant! Doomed to: -ſuffet 
the puniſhment of its unfortunate mother, 

it will be deprived of life before it enjoys 

it. I. go to extinguiſh the flame which yet 
ſearcely auimates its little form; in that 
gulf of darkneſs where I plunge myſelf; 
in that impenetrable ſnade, here we hear 
the voice of thoſe we love. Yet I think, MW 
to have been in a ſtate to nurſe, to ſup- n 
port it, I could even have braved infamy. 
But great, and merciful Creator] You 
KE <A let me not 


repine 


„ | vw 
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repine at your decrees, I am juſtly pu- 
niſhed ; and, even in the midſt of my ſuf- 
ferings, will bleſs your correcting hand, 
ſo i it ſtrikes but me. Spare, oh, ei 1 


* „ Monſieur 1 le 8 my wh having 
dictated thus far of the above letter, which 
I writ by her command, was ſeized with a 
fainting that prevented her finiſhing” it; 
but, as I know her defire, and your im- 
patience to hear from her, I ſend it as it 
is. I am ſorry your valet- de · chambre has 
been obliged to wait in the ſtreet ſo long. 

My Lady is juſt come to herſelf again; 
and ſeems pretty well recovered. She de- 
ſires me to ſend you the letter, and make 
an apology for the abrupt concluſion. We 
are in a ſad, ſorrowful way. Poor, dear 
foul, I am afraid we ſhall loſe her! 


The ace of the letter is Gniſhed by one 


of Madame de Syrce” s women, who was * ema- 


nuenſis. 
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r 
From the Count de Sr. Ar zr to 
Nr e 


FADAN by the temerity of my pro- 

-cectings, you may judge ef the 
exceſs of my concern. Deſpair knows no 
vecorum ; t ought to intereſt, even by 
its K and if the unfortunate have 
ever been able to melt you, you will hear 
me with compaſſion; and forget that I am 
enikty, in e c N ſo eee mi- 

dür Geer, 1 under hand, is dying; 
your daughrer, the moſt charming, and, 1 
dare add, the moſt reſpectable of women, 
ſhe is dying, and 1 am the fatal cauſe! 
yet I think, was I permitted to ſee her, I 
might be the means of her recovery. It 
is you, then, Madam, to whom I have 
recourſe, in order to obtain a favour, on 
which, perhaps, the life of that excellent 
perſon depends. I fay nothing of my 


own, 
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own, which is a burthen to me; I only 
implore for Madame de Syrce. 

- There are times when certain delica- 
cies ſhould go for nothing, when nature 
only ought. to ſpeak, and ought alone to 
be heard. Whatever indiſcretion I may 
have occaſioned, whatever erime I may 
have committed, I have a title; and 
though the means by which I acquired it 
may be condemned by the world, it ſhould 
de. Syreè has thought me worthy of her 
regard; her heart is wholely mine; its 
laſt throbbings will be for me; I know it; 
and, in denying me her preſence, you rob 
her of the only cordial, the only conſola- 
tion ſhe is capable of receiving 1” 

] beſeech you then, Madam, in favour 
of a caſe of ſuch imminent neceſſity, relax 
a little the ſeverity of your principles. 
Pity is the firſt of human virtues; and 
who knows but your inflexibility may coſt 
you tears. Tremble, leſt you ſhould be- 
come yourſelf an accomplice in what you 

6 OS 205 152. 
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will, one day, think the greateſt misfor. 
tune that could have happened to yon. 
Suppoſe you ſee me before you on my 
knees, full of repentance; I dare not ſay 
full of love. Imagine my ſorrow, my 
anxiety, my inexpreſſible anguiſh; and let 
my ſufferings affect you ſo far, as to gain 
me admittance to ſee the dear creature a 
minute, one ſingle minute | 
My image is impreſſed upon her mind 
in colours not to be defaced, ' It increaſes 
her grief, it heightens her diſorder. The 
remembrance of me kills her.' The fight 
of me will calm all her pains, it is my 
firm hope and belief. Do not betray 
them. Let her be witneſs. of the part I. 
bear in her ſufferings; let her ſee my al- 
tered figure; and, if I muſt loſe her, if I 
muſt be'torn from myſelf, let me catch her 
laſt ſigh, and mingle mine with it. 
But why do I talk of loſing her? Heaven 
will not make ſo many wretches at once. 
Juſt God! you that pardon foibles, oh ! 
my God, if your arm be rouſed, ſuſpend 
the dreadful ſtroke ! in letting it fall, you 
| will 


DTA IE 1 


will rob mortals of your moſt perfect 
image. If a victim be neceſſary, behold 
one chat is ready: or if vou would be yet 
more ſevere, if my life is not a ſufficient 
facrifice, fill my days with bitterneſs to a 
painful old age; and, at laſt, make me 
_ purchaſe, death by ſome pnheaxd-of 1177 
dune z. byt fave, ſaye, ber I love!. All, 
ſufferings let me endurg; let me feel 
them with: double weights till 1 funk under 
them g id r 9Y1999D 1147? ently 
Lo he, Madamy I am al diſtraed; 
may-my frenzy touch you. I beſeech yon, 
ia che name. of my. tears, my enter of 
my, erimgs een; it 19. hey, hat throw ak 
Your. feet; 2. faden, a, Her ; hoy 
candufted. by, an jmperyous, pafſion; bas 
undone. an angel, and de H gd. Hg peace? 
- Shudder, at me.z, but pity 2pea,85,) am fag 
; unhappy to, Excire. your anger <7. Send mg 
chen M, anſwer „Auch 28J gelerxe, ſuch 
25 cine moſt wretched haxer ay fis lüfrg eo 
ect from the charigable.. eva ru 29006 : 


SPY bas . if Hart Viv 1821 VIA HOY 
ut 1% off, n! [lets H en init 


214 1 5 L E T. 


5 PELICATE CRIMES. 

THY LET T E R XCI. Wa 

rn Count de St. Albin to the 
_ Marchioneſs de SYRCE. S 


7 oor hte prepare to part! wu tells 
| ou 10 pay no credit to them ; ve 
mall yer ve many years to make each 
other happy. Liſten not to che barba- 
rians that deceive you; believe only your 
lover, your mo,” Who gives yea ttrer 
hopes. g _—_ #3503 Kaner 
1 Yet ga Wee adfeu ? IR 
firewelF of me, and in terms that tpeak 
but tos Telinighy your ferious thoughts of 
quitting the world. In the name of 'my 
be 1 charge vom; in the name of that 
tender, unfartanate, and deſperate paſſion 
chat poffeſſes my ſoul, collect your ſtren ngrh, 

aud vefiſt the fate that threatens you. If 
thereis'z juſt Being 80 us, ne watches 
oven your days; de protects, he loves 
you. My tears will melt him; and if he 


CEC us, his I 5 Wewer ſu- 
c 


preme, 


C4 


preme, will be troubled by the exceſs of 
my grief. But fear nothing: methinks 
while I live, even Heaven itſelf can have 
no power to hurt you. | 
But what! at the gates of death! on 01 
the brink of the grave, could you think 
of writing to me! I have put your letter 


upon my heart, where it ſhall always be 


preſer ved; that precious letter, the proof 
of a ſenſibility without example. It is not 
in your hand, but it contains all your 


ſoul; a ſoul at once tender, courageous; 


and profound : a true ray of the Diviaity. 


And fhall that celeſtial emanation loſe its- 
properties? ſhall it feel no more the effects 


of love? ſhall it be extinguiſhed. in the 


tomb? and I, villain! and I; did I become 
acquainted with you, only to. be your exe- 


cutioner? 


e 


ſmiling attraction of pleaſure, hid ſuch 
poiſonous and deſtructive fruits! Our babe 
too, our poor babe, that alſo. muſt periſn; 
and I ſhalt be at once the murtherer of 
both mother and child! My head turns 
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when I look towards the horrid abyſs be- 
fore me. Yet the bolt has not yet fallen; 
perhaps our prayers may divert its courſe; 
at leaſt, I will cheriſh the illuſion. I have 
written to Madame de Sancerre; ſhe will 
permit me to ſee, to ſpeak to you; to 
breathe health and comfort into your dy- 
ing boſom. Oh! might I do ſo with the 
ſurrender of iny life, how bleſs'd, how oy: 
Py ſhould I think myſelf?! 

The kind and faithful Sophy promiſes to 
deliver this into your own hands; and that 
ſhe. will chnſe a moment when you are 
Ieaſt feeble, to read it to you. You will 
find ii it {ore faint images of the love you 
inſpire me with, the fears that * 
and the hopes that ſupport me. 

Adieu, my friend, iny miſtreſs, the wife 
— my heart... Your mother fends me 
no anſwer; 115 all the comfort I have, is 
to gaze on your picture, weep over, and 
complain to-it, as if it was ſenſible of my 
anguiſh, But you will live, 1know you 
will; and then all will be well. My 
trouble has been ſo great, that for five 

1 | Nights 
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nights I have never cloſed my eyes: but 
when I have ſeen you, I ſhall be more 
compoſed; and I flatter n you will 

be better. ing 


iir: 
From the Count de ST. Al BIN to Sorux, 
one of the Marchioneſs de Sy RCE's | 
Women “. 


EAR Fanny, I will not fail to be at 

the poſt you appoint, at the hour 
you mention 3 and [ſhall take care to diſ- 
guiſe myſelf ſo, that none of your people 
can know me. Madame de Sancerre has 
a harder heart than I imagined ; but we 
can do without her. I know not how to 
expreſs my gratitude to you; yet, no 
doubt you act only in conſideration of your 
lady. She endeavoured, you ſay, to read 
ſome lines of my letter herſelf, but was 


* French ladies of quality have always two or 
three, 


too 
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too feeble to compaſs. it. However, ſhe 

appeared pleaſed when you read it : well, 
that is ſomething. I am: afraid, notwith- 

ſtanding that, ſhe does not mend, by your 
making ne mention of it; you would not 
Have failed to give me ſome comfort, was- 
it poſſible, And you deſire me not to 
write to her again yet a while: did my 

letter. effect her then? I;am born for her 
torment! They think me mad here; and, 
I find, ſet people to watch me: but no 
matter, I ſhall: not fail to be at our ren- 
dez vous; and leave the houſe while the 
famihy is at dinner, leſt any thing ſhould 
prevent me, if I delayed. I Will wander 
m. your neighbourhood till evening. Fare- 
well, and feſt aſſured of my friendſbip.. 


„ 
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LETTER Tol. 


From the Count de ST. ALB ix to the 
Chevalier de GERA. 


DET a ſcene ! what @ ſcene? A 
VV once, terrible and tender! I have 
not been able, fo much was I affected by 
it, 46 Ke ved, beve row; an account 
of my vilit to Madame de Syrcè. I have 
been ftepified ; ſcarce Knowing myſelf or 
others ever ſince, But this mor ning they 
bring me word, that the dear creature 
has had a tolerable night. There is once 
more then, a glimmering of hope. I will 
profit of it, and make uſe of rhe little ſpi- 
rits it affords me, done WE ean, to 
write m—_—_— 

My poor love was imagined to be at 
the laſt extremity ; ſhe had fainted ſeveral 
times during the day, and it was thought 
the night would be fatal. Bx force of 
intreaties, T kat prevaited upon one of 
ber women to promiſe to convey me irito 
Tre | her 


ö Weir c of hagk airs. - 


111d going Wo a eee, have 


been 
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her chamber, unknown to the family. In 
the evening, the, entrance_was no way 


difficult, as, about ſeven o'clock, Madame 


de Sancerre always retired, for a ſhort 
time, to her own apartment; and the por- 
ter, fatigued with anſwering the bell all 
day, was) generally aſleep in his lodge. 
However I have ſome. ſuſpicions, that if 
Madame de Sancerre did not directly au- 
thorize my admittance, the idea of doing 
her daughter good, made her winkat a ſtep, 
which was not eee without her 
knowledge. Ser 21th 32 oni TITS Cf 1 
©, Be this as.it — 268; hour after, i it Was 


bark, 1 N e great Was ta 


F324 


| byragreepiens ; and had ph waiced chere 
ny winutes, when; bye fignal. from a 


window, I was appriſed of ſome. dne 8 de, 


Pending to let me in. It; was the girl 
phony Ichad engaged in my igtereſt, - She 


ned. the, door ſoftly, ao led we up a 5” 


br Flake 


MING 


2 \On entering the ſick chan 


"v5! 
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deen happy at that moment to have found 
one. I approached the bed, and threw 
myſelf on my knees by tlie ſide of it. The 
maid dre back the curtains, and, by the 
light of a diſtant candle, I diſcovered ſuch 
a heart · breaking object! but words can- 
not deſcribe _ it! Madame de Syrce lay 
with her cheek a little turned upon her 
pillow : I could hardly hear her breathe, 
but now and then by ſhort catches; and 
ſhe ſeemed to have ſcarce an hour's exif. 
tence.. After ſome moments. gazing upon 
her, I took one of her hands, which lay 
out upon the quilt, covered it with kiſ- 
ſes, and preſſed it to my heart. Rouſed 
by my tears, which ſhe felt, and the broken 
ſobs, which, in ſpite of myſelf, eſcaped 
me, the expiring angel opened her eyes, 
and fixed them upon me with a look that 
never will quit my memory. The maid 
had now brought the candle, and ſtood at 
my elbow, 
% Are you there! 29 ſaid the, in a 11 
faultering voice, “ is it you? happy, hap- 
Py.” Then raiſing herſelf a little, and 
inclin- 


s DELICATE CRIMES. 
indlining her face towards mine, © I have 
lived criminal,” ſaid ſhe; baut I die con- 
* tented; Heaven has pardoned me, aud 

*I pardon you.” Tou pardon me ??' 
eried I: ive then.” No, anfweted 
the, „I ſhall die, I maſt de; the wretch 
10 Larry is dendelenäy; Eßsel dt: burdo 
* you live, and think of me, and defend my 
« memory.” She then endeavour bd to raiſe 
my hand, which ſhe preſſed in her's, in or- 
der, as I thought, to kiſs it; but in the 
mebrent, mne fell back in one of thoſe 
eruel ſwoons; and, before I knew where 
I was, the maid forced me out of the 
chamber, apprehending the return of 
Madame de Saueerre; who, in effect, a 
loud ery, Which Teoid ust ſuppreſs on 
ſeeing her N _ brotight in im- 
metiarety after. 

Diſtracted ilunder-ſtrack; not knowing 
whither Ion f go, in turning a paſſage, 
which I thought led to the hall, I found 
myfelf in the nurſery, with Madame de 
Syrc®s children. Two women who at- 


e feemed ſurprized, and, I be- 


lieve, 
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lieve, were terrified at my looks ; but I 
immediateiy rerollected myſelf ſuſieienti 
to quit them; and ſeigniag to ve tome 
in on pꝓurpùſe, I went up to the little boy, 
dn ſtood melanchid in a corner, and 
found dim bathed ir tears. Tuſſeed him what 
was the matter? e fad, Poor mamma 
was going to Heaven.“ I fad, Fhoped 
7 got yet; and turned away, unable to 
bear the innocent ereature*%:grief, which 
was writ in chawacters alowvt incompatible 
with his age. The other two infants were 
playing together on a cuſhion, as yet tod 
young to have any idea of the mis fortune 
with which they were threatened. Ttodk 
both in my arms. The youngeſt girl 
put her's about mine, and called me her 
* other papa,” I endeavoured to an- 
ſwer their prattle ; but a burſt of ſorrow 
coming ſuddenly upon me, frightened 
them, ſet them a crying; and I was obliged 
to put them down, and make my eſcape 
from the houſe as faſt as I was able. 

I then thought of the Duke, that vile 


duke, who is at once the murderer of 
| Madame 


A.. IL 
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Madame de Syrct, of Hamilton, of me! 
The villain is returned to Paris; and I 
think I ſnhould have ſought him ſword in 
hand, but for my extreme weakneſs, 
I don't know whether I have informed 
yoͤu that poor Hamilton has entered a Con- 
vent of Carmelites near Dion .1 

P. S. Since writing the above, I am 
grown much calmer. Madame de Syrce is 
mot dead, nor at all worſe than ſhe was 
laſt night.” Who knows but Heaven may 
have pity, or at leaſt meaſure in its juſ- 
tice? If ſhe dies, I ſhall think myſelf the 
moſt guilty of men, and ſhall certainly be 
the moſt 1 _— 


LE T. 
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"LETTER XCII. 


From Madame de SANCERRE to the 
bree 


o tel me in your letter, jy is 26 


ſoon as you received my anſwer, 
* will ſet off for Paris: I beg of you, 
my dear Marquis, not to think of it. To 
what purpoſe, when your coming can do 
no good? Your wife is paſt all hopes in 
this world! Alas! in vain had I depen- 
dance on her youth, her fortitude. We 
muſt reſolve, hard as it is, (God only 
knows how hard for 5 00 we muſt reſolve 
to part with her.. 

It is now the eighth 4 that I have 
not lain down without my cloaths. All I 
could do, I have done ; and ſcarcely left 
her a moment; nor has ſhe, indeed, cared 
to have me a moment out of her ſight; but 
while I write, the knows nobody. Heaven 
3 me grace and ſtrength of mind to 


ſupport 
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ſupport and ſubmit to the ſeverity of its 


decrees. 

Yeſterday;- the dent; for tke children. 
They were all with her upon the bed. 
Poor helpleſs little enesi L could not bear 
the ſight; and, was. obliged- to withdraw 
into another apartment, for fear of alarm- 
ing them. Love your papa,“ faid u to 
Louis 3 always reſpect him: endeaveur 
ce to deſerve. his: favour,. and he will be 
tc good to you.” Where are you go - 
tc ing, mamma, : ſaid. Marianna, ſabbing, 
when ſlice: kiſſed arid parted; with the dear 
creature; wont you tale mè with;you?” 


Al the. children eps biererlp hen they 


were carried.out-of-the'rooms , 
Tutte violence of her difotdeniafiocer 
hoe head, ſhe ſupported herſelf with- furs 
prizing magnarimity, Fat: from: wanting 
comfort, ihe: .comforted. others. For my 
oum part in particular, I know not 'whe> 
ther I ſhould not be alive but fon the 
con ſolation I have derived from her coum . 
ſels and behaviour. What qualities 4:that 
we have eee acquainted with; 
| She 


5 = 222 
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She has, with a Chriſtian fervency, ful- 
filled all the duties enjoined by the church; 
Theſe things-greatly ſoften the- bitterneſs 
of my misfortunes. God, (we have no 
room to doubt- it,) God, that is juſt and 
merciful, will pardon her faults, in r favour 
of her virtues. 

I ſhewed her your kind Euer * i 
ſeemed greatly affected by it; and the day 
before yeſterday, delivered me the inc loſ- 
ed for you, ſealed up. I know nothing of | 
the contents. Be comforted, my dear 
Marquis; your children I ſhall conſider as 
my own while I hve, they ſhall not know 
the loſs of a mother. If there appears 
any unexpected change for the better, I 
ſhall immediately ſend you an expreſs ; 
for in that caſe only I would have you 
come up. 

But one-and-twenty years old yeſterday! 
Cut off in the very bloom and glory of 
her days! while I, whoſe years began to 
be a burthen to me, am ſpared! Oh, va- 
nity of human life! beauty, youth, wit, 
what are you! but too often ſo many 

ſnares 
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ſnares for the unwary poſſeſſors; danger. 
ous embelliſhments ! too often the deſtruc. 
tion of thoſe you adorn ! yet we muſt not 


murmur, we muſt not complain : the ways 


of Providence are unſearchable ! 

I am called into the ſick chamber by 
Madame Breval. That worthy friend 
joins her aſſiduities to mine, and quits not 
my daughter an inſtant. Poor dear! who 
ever knew her, that did not love her? 
and who that has known her, but will 
mourn for her? Since her illneſs, the 
door has been beſieged from all quarters, 
_ meſſages to enquire after her. 


LET 
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* E T r ER xery. 

From the Marchioneſs de Ma ther 

Huſband the gag 
[ hs going to appear before A ieh 

I cannot believe inexorable; Before I 
give him an account, I owe: the truth to 
you. | N 
I ſhould not W ah ta andern 
vour preſence here; I am therefore: glad 
you are abſent. Tou owe me no regard; 
andj for that reafon, I deſire you will not 
lament me. It. would: loolt ilß in the eye 
of the world, to ſhew a ſorrow for my. 
death, which it does not merit. I ſhall, 
not enter into a detail of my crime, nor 
endenuour to , make you comprehend ny! 
ſufferings and repentanca. Iknow a diſ- 
poſition like yburꝰs 1 n in 
revenge. 9/1 | 

Of one 8 . ought to in- 
ſborm you, that, as death alone can ſnatch 


me from ſhame, it is that alone can put a 
Vol. II. K period 
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period to my guilt. It is therefore an in- 


{tance of bounty in the Almighty to deliver 
me from myſelf and the world. I hope it 


is a mark of his forgiveneſs; and, if in dy- 


ing, I feel any pain, it is chiefly on ac- 


count of that which I have cauſed, and 


thall cauſe. 
Pardon me. I ſhall have it in my 01 
to offend you no more. I ſhall ſoon be 
inſenſible, even to remorſe. Probably, 
in a few hours, nothing will remain of me 
but a piece of cold and inanimate earth, 
Do not hate my memory. | 
May you live many years, and be hap. 
pier than I could have made you. Love 
our children; conſole my mother. I have 
occaſioned her much affliction ; ſome one 
ſhould make her amends. While I write 
this, which is my laſt effort, I feel myſelf 
dying. The tomb is already open to re- 
_ ceive me; already I deſcend; and I quit 
all for ever ; and leave nothing behind 
me, but 1 title-of t! 
l  AGoury Wirx. 


LET: 


A me _ ied _ TT WY th. 88 n 
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LETTER XCV. 


From the Count de ST. Alsix to the 
Chevalier de GERAC. 


1 an end of every thing! 
+ »Tis all over. I have ſeen her 
corpſe; J have ſeen her coffin, Madame 
de Syrc# is no more. You will hardly 
think IJ am now in a ſtate to write to you. 
You are miſtaken. While there were hopes, 
I had not a moment's quiet ; but deſpair 
has fixed me: or, am I one of thoſe har- 
dened criminals that murder without feel- 
ing? No matter, I am what I am. She 
is gone ; and there is no remedy. Gone 
to thoſe angels of which ſhe was a copy; 
gone to enjoy, in another world, that 
happineſs, of which my infernal paſſions 
robbed her in this! But to the Om of 
my letter. 

She was better, as I believed. I writ 
you word ſo, I felt a momentary ſatis- 
faction. The hope was falſe, A tranſient 


K 2 gleam 
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gleam of an expiring light, a ſepulchral 
fire, the omen of death, deceived us. I 
had not heard from heb all day. I was 
particularly deſired not to ſend, and de. 
terred by the promiſe of a meſſage, if any 
thing extraordinary occurred. I grew un- 
eaſy. in the evening. I walked, out; and 
was led inſenſibly towards the KY I 
ſtopt, at ſome diſtance, to conſider it ; 
"when I obſeryed, ſeveral people. come up 
to the door, and heard a rap, which con- 
vinced me the knocker was no longer tied 
up. * approached. with precipitation; and, 
death to my eyes and heart! ſaw three 
men, ſupporting a coffin, The door, was 
opened, They entered, and I after them. 
Every thing had an air of deſolation. 
The fire was extinguiſhed f in the hall; at 
one end of which (in an armed chair) * 
firſt object I diſtinguiſhed was the porter, 
leaning, on his elbow, with a handkerchief 
to his eyes. A little boy opened the door. 
J only aſked,, when the men were paſt, if 
Ma adame, de Syrcs was dead? to which he 


Ane, uf Sir. The porter then 
riſing, 
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Filing, went to conduct the coffin:bearers. 
along a paſſage that led to the back ſtairs; 
and I, without moleſtation or interrogato- 
ries, walked up the great ſtair-caſe to the 
apartments of the dear deceaſed,. Hav- 
ing a peruque over my hair, it ſeems 
the boy took me for a phyſician that had 
been ſent for to Madame de Sancerre. 

I ſtood a few minutes at the doer with- 
out daring to open it. At length, ſome 
one approaching on the ocher ſide, I ven- 
tured to turn the lock, and ſaw- Madame 
Breval coming out. At ſight of me, the 
gave a loud fhriek, and fell at the threſhold. 
I did not attempt to take her up; but 
walked forward. I was, I know not how, 
ſtupified and amazed. I felt all my ſenſes, 
as it were, bound up. I ſaw without ſee- 
ing; heard without hearing; in ſhort, had 
ſuch a confuſed conſciouſneſs of my being, 
and the objects about me, as thoſe wretches 
deſeribe who come out of epileptic fits! 

I was'in' the middle of the room before 
any one perceived me „not withſtanding the 
noiſe which Madame Breval had made; for 

3 Ma, 
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Madame de Sancerre, who would ſee her 
once more ere ſhe was put into her cof- 
fin, had entered a few minutes before, and 
was fallen into a ſwoon, Several women 
ſurrounded her. Poor Sophy ! who, while 
ſhe was aſſiſting the moſt unfortunate of 
mothers, did nothing but weep and wring 
her hands, was the firſt that ſpy'd me. 
Oh God!” cry'd ſhe, © Monſieur le 
“ Comte, what brings you here? Begone, 
& begone, for Heaven's ſake! we are un- 
« done enough already.“ Her words 
ſounded hellow-in-my ears, as if they came 
from a voice at a diſtance; for, looking 
forward, my eyes were, at that inſtant, 
ſtruck with an object that drew my very 
ſoul towards it in an gen) of r and 
deſpair. kr n 

The bed of my i Ns 3 
to my view, with all the curtains drawn 
back, where her body lay cold and breath - 
leſs, under a coverlid of white ſatin. 
They had dreſſed the corpſe in a ſhroud of 
the ſame. Her face did not appear at all 
disfigured, and had ſo little of the pale- 


nels 


er 
of. 


le 
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neſs of death upon it, that you would have 
ſaid, ſhe ſlumbered in effect. Putting So. 
phy aſide, who endeavoured to prevent 
my approaching her bed, I cry'd out, 
« She is not dead; ſne breathes yet !” and 
threw myſelf by the ſide of the Hoop which 
I caught in my arms. | 

The ſurprize of the clap was at t firſt 
ſo great, that they knew not well what 
they ſaw ; all, except Sophy, who kept 
pulling me from the body, but in vain. 
My behaviour was that of a madman, I 
kiſſed the cold face; put the hands in my 
boſom; endeavoured to re- animate the life- 
leſs trunk by breathing upon its lips; I 
even ſpoke to it, as if it was yet capable of 
hearing me. Alas! Sir,”” cry'd Sophy, 
© don't, you ſee ſhe's dead??? And who 
killed her! cry'd I, looking up at her in a 
deſperate phrenzy. I then turned again 
to the body, burſt into a flood of tears, 
tore my hair, beat my head and breaſt, 
and only wanted a weapon to put an im- 


mediate end to my miſerable being. 


K 4 During 
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had reeovered "IM ker fall, and, running 


to the bell, began to ring it violently. 
C Monſter!ꝰ exclaimed fie, “ js it not 


* enough that you have murdered her! 


. but you muſt purſue her beyond the 


« grave! Have you no reſpect for her 
*© memory ; for this unfortunate mother, 
% who is likely to be involved in the fate 
* you have brought upon the daughter?” 
« Where is ſhe?” ſaid I, riſing, (for 1 had 


quite forgot that Madame de Soncerre was 


in the room); “ where is Madame de San- 
« cerre? I would have her come here, 
% and fee me expire by her daughter's 
«© ſide; her daughter, of whom you ſay I 
« have been the affafſin! I will be my own 
« aſſaſſin too! Give me a ſword! a knife! 
er nd ſee whether I ſhall deceive you! 
« Here I am. Call her relations! her 


4% friends! her ſervants ! Let them do juf. 


« tice upon me! I ſhall not oppoſe them! 
« My life is a burthen to me! With 
theſe words, I grew again frantic, and, 


farting from the bed . the chimney, 


catched 
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eatched at one of the irons; but, at the 
fame inſtant, ſeveral men entering, (who 
were brought from below by the ringing 
of the bell, and the ſcreams of the wo- 
men) five or fix of them laid hands on me 
at once. It was impoſſible to extricate my- 
felf; yet I ſtruggled hard; and obſerving, 
as they were carrying me away, that Ma- 
dame de Sancerre was come to herſelf, I 
called to her to help me. © They are 
e forcing me from your Achter u 
IJ. „I would bring her to life, or die 
& with her; and they won't let me! Bo 
e yon not know me? *Tis I, St. Albin; the 
«© unfortunate St. um that ſpeaks to 
T% you 2? - - 
In this manner was I forced down fears, . 
more like a wild beaft than a man. Hows 
ever, the fellows offered me no injury; 
and bringing me into a chamber in the 
lower court, I there found' my friend the 
Abbe St. Maure, who has been a long 
time a ſort of ſpiritual gov ernor in . 
dame er no? —_—y 


K 5 I beg'd 
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I beg'd he would protect me! I did not 
know where I was, or what I was ſaying. 
They obliged me to drink a glaſs of wine 
and water; and the Abbe, deſiring we 
might be left alone, begun to talk to me; 
ſoothed my grief, but condemned the vio- 
lence of it. When he ſaw I was ſomewhat 
reſtored, he repreſented, in the ſtrongeſt 
colours, the injury I was doing Madame 
de Syrcè's memory. That brought a ſhow- 
er of tears from me. I own'd I was to 
blame, and entreated him to make my ex- 
cuſes to Madame de Sancerre for the dif. 
orders I had occaſioned in her houſe. 

He adviſed me to go home; he even of- 
fered to accompany me thither. I would 
fain have been excuſed from accepting his 
_ civility, but he would admit no denial ; 
and, ſending for a hackney-coach, we im- 


mediately got into it; and he ſet me down 


at my father's. 


To the attention of this good man in 
not quitting me, is probably owing that 1 


am alive to write to you. Two days are 


elapſed ſince the fatal cataſtrophe, I ſhall 


not 
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not attempt to tell you how I have paſs'd 
them. I have now but one duty to ful- 
fil; and then will prepare to leave the 
world for ever. Adieu. 


LETTER XCVI. 


From the Cheyalier de GzRrac to Madame 
SANCERRE. 


T HE friendſhip, the boſom-confidence, 
* which, from, our infancy, upwards, 
has ſubliſted between the now - diſconſolate, 
yet intentionally innocent, author of a 
late moſt tragical cataſtrophe in your fa- 
mily, muſt. plead my apology for the in- 
truſion of this addreſs, Indeed, Madam, 
I ſhould hold myſelf wanting in the duty I 
owe to the Count de St. Albin, as well as 
in the regard, the veneration I entertain 
for you, and for the memory of your ami- 
able daughter, the late Marchion, de Syree, 
were I not (while I mingle my tears wich 
thoſe of a mother. diſtracted at the untime · 
ly. loſs of the darling object of her affection) 
K 6 to 
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to give her every poſſible aſſurance of the 
heart-felt love—I will even add, the vir- 


tuous efteem—which the wretchedeſt of 


men bore for one who ; . . . But I forbear 
.. .. Io open afreſh your yet bleeding 
wounds, would be to ſhew my cruelty, 
when I only mean to expreſs my condo- 
Releaſed from all earthly ſorrows, hap- 
Py is Madame de Syrce! Unhappy on- 
ly are they who knew her, and have ſur- 
vived her But ah, St. Albin! how ſhall 
I defcribe thy condition? how exprefs thy 
thoughts, thy feelings? —Ili-fated youth! 


into what a gulph of miſery art thou 


plunged? Ever à ſport of the paſſions, 

yet ever a man of virtue in principle 
ever anxious to receive the ſalutary coun- 
fels; the prudent directions, of thy faith- 
ful Gerac—why, oh! why, were thoſe 
.connſels, thoſe directions neglected, fa- 
tally neglected, till they could no longer 
be of avail Deluded inſtrument of an- 
other's” crimes! Wliy, d deaf to the voice 


of friendfhip, didft thou liften to his infer- 
nal 
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nal projects? Theſe were gilded over, it 
is true, with all the alluring colours, all 
the falſe, though plaufible arguments which 
vice ſo often employs as unerring engines 
in ſeducing and corrupting the boſom of 
unexperienced innocence. And ſhall this 
miſcreant, who lives but to deſtroy this 
monfter! who, though a diſgrace to hu- 
manity, is yet the delight, the admiration, 
of certain circles, remain unpuniſhed on 
earth? No! *rwere impiety to ſuppoſe it. 
He is a wretch unworthy to live; but 
ah! is he not at the fame time 4 vitdin 
rinfit 10 die?—Be it my taſk to loall his 
memory with all the infamy due to con- 
ſummate perfidy and guilt; to render, in a 
word, the very name of Clermont as deteſt- 
able as its preſent owner deſerves to be. 
Pardon this digreſſion, Madam. My 
indignation keeps pace with my ſorrow; 
and I could not ſuppreſs it. At ſome fu- 
ture period—when I hope time ſhall have 
mitigated the preſent- exceſſes of your 
grief, and pious reſignation ſhall have ſuc- 
ceeded to maternal anguiſh—I will ven- 


ture 
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ture to ſubmit to your peruſal a few of the 
many papers already in my poſſeſſion, 
which bear undeniable teſtimony, that the 
Count de St. Albin and Madame de Syrca 
were rather objects of pity than of blame; 
that, in fine, a chain of fatal circumſtances 
concurring, they fell an united victim to 
machinations which the moſt abandoned li- 
bertine alone could have either planned 
or executed. 

All I ſhall add at preſent is, that I feel 
for-the ſorrows of Madame de Sancerre, as 
if they were the ſorrows of my own bo- 
ſom; and that with all poſſible reſpect, I 
have the honour to be, &c. 
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LETTER XCVIL. 


From the Count de ST. ALB1N to the 
Chevalier de GERA. 


ITH hands yet tinged with a trai- 
tor's blood, I eagerly: ſnatch the 
pen, and greet my beloved friend! 

Alas !—But my mind will indulge itſelf 
in chimeras—alas ! could I but flatter 
myſelf, that there were on earth a ſecond 
Gerac—again would I wiſh to preſerve 
my preſent exiſtence—again would I wel- 
come the pleaſures of ſociety ,—Society ! 
—let me not name it, let me not think of 
it !'—Enough have I done, (buWah! what 
have I not ſuffered!) enough: have I done 
to merit an eternal exile from it 
Oh! what complicated miſery is mine 

— My poor Hamilton -Reared to adver- 
ſity from her cradle, and with a heart and 
ſoul wrapped up in mine, -was it for me 
the only comfort ſhe had left on earth, 
—for me, the idol of her heart to ruin 
her 


| 
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her peace for ever, to—I am diſtracted, 
and know not what I. would ſay, Juſt 
were the puniſhment I now ſuffer for my 
baſe perfidy; my unprovoked cruelty, to 
one who had a juſt claim to all my love, . 
had not my ever-to-be-adored. Marchioneſs 
chat bleſſed martyr te my crimes—been . 
Fatally involved in the effects of it !—But 
Clermont is no more. — Thank Heaven, 
I now am not entirely without confola- 
tion !—Yes, my friend, Omnipotence gave 
a ſanction to my Juſt revenge, and permit- - 
ted me, worthleſs wretch as I am! to 
terminate the days of the verieſt monſter 
that ever exiſted Clermont, I ſay, is 
no more.,—But my ſpirits are fo agitated, 
that I muſt take breath. Anon, 1 will give 

you the particulars, | 

* — „ 
Soon as T had recovered from the ſtupor 
of grief in which T remained for ſome 
days after my love expired, I ordered my 
carriage; and, attended with only one 
faithful ſervant, drove to the Duke's ſeat 
at ———, Pleaſed to find he was at 
home, 
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home, I ſent up my name, and obtained 
immediate admittance. —Advancing to ſa- 
lute me with an hypoeritical ſmile, and an 
air of levity, as uſual, I ſtarted back, and 
deſired him to ſtand aloof, Clermont !ꝰ 
added I, „ this is 0 friendly viſit, I am 
«« come, Sir, to demand ſatisfaction for the 
be irreparable injuries done to Madame de 
% Syrce, done to Mademoiſelle Hamilton, 
te done to myfelf, For theſe, your life or 
ve. mine perhaps the life of both, muſt an- 
© ſwer.” The wretch — appalled 
at the firmneſs with which 1 expreſſed 
myfelf; for though I parſed, he ftill re- 
mained ſilent.— Stepping to the door, T 
beckoned him to follow me; which he did 
with a countenance full of horror, till 
we reached the bottom of a long ſolitary 
walk. I then turned round; and un: 
ſheathing my ſword, defired him to pre- 
pare. Conſcious, no doubt, of his mani. 
fold crimes, his horror now encreaſed— 
his tongue faultered, his hands ſhook, his 
legs tottered; while I, though loaded 
with © yet compared with my an- 

tagoniſt 
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tagoniſt, an innocent character, ſtood be. 
fore him perfectly undiſturbed, and calmly 
waiting for the iſſue. To my great ſatis. 
faction, Clermont remarked my behaviour, 
and even expreſſed his aſtoniſhment at it, 
Still, however—for cowardice is the in- 
ſeparable attendant of guilt—ſtill, how. 
ever, did he teſtify a reluctance to draw.— 
But that he deſerved not my pity, I could 
have dropped a tear at ſight of the agony 
of his ſituation. I actually found myſelf 
inclining to relent; and, fearing leſt, by 


a farther delay, I ſhould be utterly un- 


manned, I ſternly commanded him that 
inſtant to make his peace with, Heaven, 
This menace had the deſired effect. At 
length he drew ; the engagement began ; ; 


and, after a few 8 victory declared in 


my 1 On examination, I found I 
had run him through. the heart, from 
which the blood flowed in a torrent ; and 
in leſs than a minute, he breathed: bis laſt 
at my feet, without a groan. ' 

Thus have I executed part of my fixed 
determination, When the other is effect. 


ed, 
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ed, you ſhall hear from me again. wha 
me, and pray for n ö 


Au BTU 


From the Count de ST. Al Bix, to the 
Chevalier de GERA. 


RE this laſt tribute of affectionate re- 
gard for the beſt of friends, and the 
worthieſt of men, can have reached his 
hands, the hitherto unfortunate St. Al- 
bin, immured within the venerable, holy 
walls of the monaſtery of ——P—, will 
have formally renounced all the vanities 
of this world—will have devoted himſelf 
ta the worſhip of his Maker, to the per- 
formance of the ſacred duties of his or. 
der, and to a ſincere and contrite repen- 
tance of all his paſt indiſcretions, follies, 
and tranſgreſſions.— With Mr. P-—, the 
banker, I have left an inſtrument conſtitut- 
ing you the heir of the greateſt part of 


my 
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my fortune. The remainder I have al - 
lotted for charitable. purpoſes; and I have 
only to add, as my laſt requeſt, that you 
will ſee it diſpoſed of agreeably to my di- 
rections.— Then farewell! my ever dear 
Gerac !—till we meet in the bliſsful re- 
gions aboye—a long, a laſt farewell! 
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